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THE ROMANCE BUSTER. 
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY 
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“Give Me Your Measure and I'll Prove 


in the First 7 Days 
You Can Have a Body Like Mine!” 


No other Physical In- 

structor in the World 

has ever DARED make 
such an offer! 


‘LL give you PROOF in 7 days that I 

can turn you, too, into a man of might 

and muscle, Just think of it! Right in 
the first week under my guidance you will 
see and feel the improvement! Then as 
my weekly instructions arrive in your 
home you continue to re-build, renew and 
“overhaul” your body. By the end_ of 
three months you are the owner of a 
powerful body that you will be proud to 
display anywhere. People will notice the 
ruddy glow of health in your 
face, the sparkle in your clear 
eyes, your broad shoulders and 
they will seek your company. 
You will be the fellow who will 
walk off with 
the prettiest girl 
and the best job 
while the others 
wonder how you 
did it! 

Write your 
name and_ ad- 
dress carefully on 
the coupon be- 
low. T’ll send 
you absolutely 
free a copy of 
my new book, 
“Everlasting 
Wealth and 
Strength.’ It re- 
veals the secrets 
that changed me 
from a 97-pound 
flat-chested weakling into a husky 
fellow who won the title of “The 
World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man” against all comers! And it 
shows how I can build you into an 
“Atlas Champion” the same way. 

Are you underweight? I add 
pounds where they are needed! Are 
you fat in spots? I'll show you how 
to pare down to fighting trim. 

And with the big muscles and 
powerful evenly-developed body that 
my method so quickly gives you, 
T'll also” give you through-and- 
through healch—health that digs 
down -into your system and_ ban- 
ishes’ such things as constipation, 
pimples, skin blotches and the hun- 
dred-and-one similar conditions that 
rob you of the good things of life. 


I’ve Cot No Use 
At all for ‘‘Contraptions’”’ 


I haven’t any need for contrap- 
tions that may strain your heart 
ee oe eee ee ee ee, 
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 38N, i 
115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. J 


This Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Given Away by 


Chast litte 


This valuable cup, made of solid 
sterling silver, stands about 14 inches 
high on a black mahogany base. 

1 will award it to my pupil who 
makes the most improvement on his 
development within the next three 
months. Therefore, no matter 
what your measurements may be 
now, you have an equal chance 

to win this cup for permanent 

possession—and with YOUR 
name engraved on it! 


Get my free book by 
mailing coupon below. 


FOREARM 


and other vital organs. 
I don’t dose you or doc- 
tor you. Dynamic-Ten- 
sion is all I need. It’s 
the natural, tested 
method for developing 
real men inside and 
out. It distributes added 
pounds of powerful muscles over your 
body, gets rid of surplus fat, and gives 
you the vitality, strength and pep that 
win you the admiration of every 
woman and the respect of any man. 

Get my free book, “Beverlasting 
Health and Strength’! Mail my cou- 
pon today. Gamble a stamp to prove 
T can make YOU a new man! 


48-PAGE BOOK 


FREE 


It tells you all about my special 
Dynamic-Tension method, and what 
it has done to make big- muscled men 
out of run-down specimens. It shows 
you, from actual photos, how I have 
developed my pupils to the same per- 
fectly balanced proportions of my 
own physique. What my system did 
for me and these hundreds of others 
it ean do for you too. Don't keep on 
being only haif of the man you CAN 
be! Find out what I 
ean do for yon. 
Where shall I ‘send 
your copy of “Erer- 
lasting Wealth and 
Strength’? Put 
your name and address on 
the coupon, or a post- 


CHEST 
NATURAL 


I want the proof that your system of Dynamic-Tension 
will make a New Man of me—give me a healthy, 
husky body end big muscle development. Send me 
your free book, ‘‘Everlasting Health and Strength.’’ NOTE: This is the 
latest photo of 
Charles Atlas showing 


Me ei eaten ee. Pe SCP 
(Please print or write ‘plainly) | yeaa a as East’ 23rd Street. 
AAAreSS 611s eee ee eee ee eee eee ee aisierejeraesivierareieaie eis | New! Works. 2 
Gey ekages ae su... 1MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK NOW! 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


If it does, do something about it! Get a raise in salary —but 
first get the training that will entitle you to this raise. Thousands 
of men in the same fix as you have gotten this training by 
spare-time study of an I. C. S. Course. Mail the coupon today! 


“INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE. SCHOOLS» *: 


BOX 4908-H, SCRANTON, PENNA. 
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and * 
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X: 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
O Architect O Sheet Metal Worker O Plumbing O Steam Fitting O Bridge Engineer 
O Architectural Drafteman O Boilermaker O Heating OC Ventilation QO Bridge and Building Foreman 
O Building Estimating O Telegraph Engineer QO Air Conditioning O Chemistry 
O Contractor and Builder O Telephone Work io Steam Engineer OD Pharmacy 
O Structural Draftsman [a hanical Engineering Q Steam Electric Engineer O Coal Mining 
O Structural Engineer ja} i O Mine Foreman (i Fire Bosses 
OG Management of Inventions O Machinis R, R. i ; O Navigation 
5 Bcc nei sete . RK. ie Cotton Manufacturing 
hting i i R. R. Signal O Woolen Manufacturing 
5 Welding, Electric and Gas i it O Agriculture 
G Reading Shop Blueprints a Aucmobie ies Siu Civil Engi i Q Fruit Growing 
O Heat Treatment of Metals O Refrigeration ii i | Poultry Farming 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
CO Business Management kkeeping C1 Service Station Saleamanship OG Grade Schoo! Subjecta 
C Industrial Management i O First Year College Subjects O High School Subjects 
O Traffic Management ish OC Business Correspondence O College Preparatory 
[e| Stenography and Typing C Illustrating 
esmanshi Q Civil Service _(] Mail Carrier - 0 Cartooning 
O Advertising G Railway Mail Clerk O Lettering Show Cards 1 Signs 
DOMESTIC SCIENCE courses 
O Advanced Dreasmaking O Millin: o Foods and Cookery 
Designing O Tea Roce and Cafeteria Management, Catering 
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Heres Proof 
Thet My Training Peys 


OWNS PART TIME 
RADIO BUSINESS 
“I am a locomotive en- 
gineer with the B. & M. 
Railroad, and work part 
time in Radio. In the 
wa selling end I have made 
fa as high as $300 in one 
month and have added to 
that about $100 in serv- 
FRANK McCLELLAN, 
902 Elizabeth St., Mechanicville, 


. . 


fice work.’’ 


PARTNER IN LARGE 
RADIO SUPPLY HOUSE 
“Our concern has grown 
by leaps and bounds until 
it is today the largest 
wholesale Radio supply 
house in New England. 
We have established 
branches at Portland, 
Maine, and Barre, Vt. 
The N.BR.I. Man travels the highway 
to profits in Radio.” REYNOLDS 
W. SMITH, 1187-91 Elm Street, 
Manchester, N. H. 

DOUBLED SALARY 
IN 5 MONTHS 
“Shortly after I started 
the N.R.I. Course I be- 
gan teaching Radio classes 
at the Spartan School of 
Aeronautics, After five 
months I was given a 
4 chance to join the Ameri- 

can Airlines at a_ salary 
double that which I received from 
the school.’’ A, T. BROTHERS, 2554 
Hill St., Santa Monica, California, 


~"Hes Helped Hundreds of 
Men Make More Money 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


me 


Ege 
THAT § CAN TRAIN YOU 
AT HOME FOR: A 


1 Will Send You a Sample Lesson 
FREE 


Clip the coupon and mail it. I will prove to 
you that I can train you at home in your 
spare time to be a RADIO EXPERT. I will 
send you my first lesson FREE. Examine it, 
read it, see how clear and easy it is to un- 
derstand—how practical I make learning Radio 
at home. Then you will know why men with- 
out Radio or electrical experience have become 
Radio Experts and are earning more money 
than ever as a result of my Training. 


Many Radio Experts Make 
$30, $50, $75 a Week 


Radio broadcasting stations pay engineors, 
operators, station managers up to $5,000 a 
year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays a3 
much as $200 to $500 a year—full time serv- 
icing work pays as much as $30, $50, $75 a 


Money Back Agreement Protects You 


Save Money—LearnStat Home 
I am so sure that I can train you successfully that 


week. Many Radio Experts own their own 7 

businesses. "Manufacturers and jobbers employ 1 #8ree in writing to refund every penny you pay 
testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, serv- ™° if you are not satisfied with my Lessons and 
icemen, paying up to $6,000 a year. Automo- Instruction Service when you finish. I'll send you 


bile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, and ® Copy of this agreement with my Free Book. 


loud speaker systems are newer fields offering 
good opportunities now and, for the future. 
Television promises many good jobs soon. 
Men I have trained are holding good jobs in 
all these branches of Radio. 


Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week 
Extra in Spare Time. 
While Learning 


Starting the day you enroll, I send you Extra 
Money Job Sheets. They show you how to do 
Radio repair jobs that you can cash in on 
quickly—give you plans and ideas that have 
made good spare time money—from $200 to 
$500 a year—for hundreds of fellows. I send 
you Radio equipment to conduct experiments 
and give you practical Radio experience. 


Get My Lesson and 64-Page Book 
FREE. Mail Coupon 


In addition to my Sample Lesson, I will send you 
my 64-page book ‘‘Rich Rewards in _ Radio,’’ 
FREE to anyone over 16 years old. My book 
describes Radio’s spare time and full time oppor- 
tunities and those coming in television; describes 
my Training in Radio and Television; shows you 
actual letters from men I have trained, telling 
what they are doing and earning; tells about my 
Money Back Agreement. MAIL THE COUPON in 
an envelope, or paste it on a penny postcard. 


J. E. SMITH, President 


National Radio Institute 
Dept. 7AD, Washington, D. C. 


GOOD FOR BOTH saworeesson FREE 


Dear Mr. Smith: 


Without obligation, send me the Sample Lesson and 
your free book about the spare time and full time Radio 
opportunities, and how I can train for them at home in 
spare time, (Please write plainly.) 


Name ..rccceccccccvcccccscsccccccsscccsces ABGevesvece 


Address 


Sere ee emcee rere ee eee eee eee eee eseeesseeeneeees 
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Greatest Value 


AMAZING NEW 
37 FEATURE 


Big Muscle Building Training Course 


You save over. paizion 
culture. Bi, 
00 


this amazing course of jet Exere iser 
re! . 


ig Hu sky 2 10 Cai 
esistance 


Hu: Legs. 
30 Day Train iy a edu! ue that tells you 
what to do sch end numerous 
a ‘or Only 
quickly before offer ex- 
pires. Send your name and ad- 

gress. tp ede badcfer om yyy 

a2 Ne 7 


oHERCULES I EXERCISES. 
49 East 2ist St. Dept, A-13' 
New York, N. Y. © |. P. De [Dt 


For Target and Small Game—the only Genu- 

ine Compressed Air Pistol on the market—Single Shot 

with Bolt Act sion Hammer Fire—Hair Trig: Safety. Price 
00, 01 


7. Rifle $1.80 Shot BB Air 
Air Rifi t Dealer or Direct—No lisence requir: esate 
for fadennes 


FULL ‘DETAILS_TARGETS—FREE— WRITE TODAY. : 
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 683 N. BROADWAY, ST. LOUIS, MO. 


Make Big 


MONEYS 


as a Salesman 


Train in your spare time for the best-pay- 
ing profession in the world. Pick your field 
—control your income—be independent! 
LaSalle-trained salesmen in every section 
report promotions and advancement. Low 
cost; easy terms. Write now for valuable 
64-page book, “‘The Modern Salesman”’— 
FREE. Dept. 165-S 


LaSalle Extension University, Chicago 


Embarrassing blemishes, 
birth marks, scars, discol- 
orations, burns, freckles, 
acne, varicose veins, etc., 
need’ no longer cause un- 
happiness. Hide them com- 
letely with CONCEALO 
lemish concealer. Con- 
cealo is  science’s latest 
contribution to the world, 
so that those afflicted with 
permanent disfigurements 
may mingle publicly with 
others without fear of em- 
barrassment or detection. 
No matter if marks are on 
face, hands, legs or body, 
Concealo will quickly and harmlessly sereen 
it from public view. . Gives your skin 
a flawless appearance; even your most cn - 
mate friend won’t know you_ use 
CEALO. Easily applied. Moisture, wares 
and perspiration proof. Will not crack or 
rub off. Stays on 24 hours. One user wrote: 
“It is a true blessing.” Send Today for FREE 
facts and « color chart. 
Preferred Chemical Co., Inc., Dept. 1601! 
56 West 45th Street, New York, N. Y. 

Send facts, advice and color about CONCEALO by 
return mail in plain wrapper. 


temo e eee e ee ereeeeceeeee eee eee eee ere esemeceee 


you sieetic of pia f Bothody Ue ears ar fit bye 1 
SEND NO 72) 

Sader If not 1 ae 

MONEVE is ied ov very cent ox be 


refunded. Write today fal impression mate- 
rial and information to aa M. Bette, D. D. Se 


DENTAL LABORATORY 
so 


ALGER 
Dept, 730A = 1562 N. Wells St. 


W i ! 
orries: 

Why worry and suffer any longer? Learn 
about our peecies invention for all forms 
of reducible rupture in men, women and 
children. Support fitted with automatic air 
cushion assists Nature in a natural strength- 
ening of the weakened muscles. Thousands 
made happy. Weighs but a few ounces, is 
inconspicuous and sanitary. No stiff springs 
gor hard pads. Nosalvesor plasters. Durabie, 
cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. Beware of 
imitations. Never sold in stores or by Shee: 
Write today for full information and Free Book on Rupture. 
All correspondence confidential. 


BROOKS COMPANY, 188-F State St., Marshall, Mich. 
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STABLISHING new mileage records on cars in all sec- 
tions of the country, the Vacu-matic again scores in a 
new speed record established by Bob McKenzie_transcon- 
¢inental automobile champion. Los Angeles to Chicago — 
2,322 miles in 39 hours and 42 minutes— driving 75 and 80 
to maintain a speed average of 59.7 miles per hour! . 
Here is speed—a gruelling grind—where quick accelaration, 
greater top speed — and less stops for gasoline mean those 
precious moments saved that make new speed records possible. 
The same Vacu-matic that helped Bob McKenzie establish this speed 
record and gave him such fine gas savings is now available for all, 
car owners. It is positively automatic—simple to install—inexpen- 
éiveand pays for itself many times over in gas savings 


Qittsmahke «+ Nothing Like It? 
Vacu-matic is entirely different! It operates on the supef 
charge principle by automatically adding a charge of extra 
oxygen, drawn free from the outer air, into the heart of the 
gas mixture. It is entirely AUTOMATIC and allows the 
motor to “breathe” at the correct time, opening and closing 

autornateally as required, oe idl- 

Agen ing troubles—no carburetor adjust- 

sels ments necessary. It is so simple it 

SmMeN | will amaze you—so practical it will 

VACU-MATIC offers | save you many dollars on gas costs. 
a-splendid opportunity 


Fits All Cars 
VACU-MATIC is constructed of sit 
parts, assembled and fused into one unit, 
correctly adjusted and seale 
factory. Nothing to regulate. Easily 
attached in ten minutes, : 


The VACU-MATIC Co. Wauwatesa, Wis. 


for unusual_sales and 
profits, Valuable terri- 


tories now being as- 
signed. Check and mail 
coupon. 


gates 


Guaranteed Gas Savings 


VACU-MATIC must prove itself on every car. [tt. 
guaranteed to give worthwhile gas savings, quicker pick-up. 
and more power, or it costs you nothing. “On my V-3 
Ford it works miracles”, says Ralph Fields. James Seeley 
—On an International Truck on a round trip to Cleve, 
land, 385 miles, it saved 19 gallons of gas.” A. V. Grove, 
—“On the Buick it showed 5 miles more per gallon.” Fh 
S. Peck—“I average 22 miles per gal. on my Plymouth, | 
an increase of 7 miles, for a saving of $15.00 a month, or, 
$180.00 a year.” Wm. Lyons—“Averaged 25 miles on aj 
gal. with a Model A Ford at 40 miles per hour.” 


Free Details 


You owe ft to yourself to know all about this remarkable 
discovery. Mail the coupon below. Start saving gas with 
VACU-MATIC and enjoy a new driving thrill! There’s 
no obligation—so get the facts now! Write today! 


po > ~FREE OFFER COUPON @ ~ = 
THE VACU-MATIC COMPANY 

7617-276 W. State St., Wauwatosa, Wis, 

Gentlemen: Please send me full particulars concerning the 


Vacu-matic and details of your Free Offer. This of course 
does not obligate me in any way. | 


Name cccccccccsccccccccccccsccsetevcesecscscsevessee® 


Address .....cscccceccccccccessccccsssscesseseeseeteny 


Cily ae cess seiceiscscie es Wetis seis eos State....cccccvcse 
Check here if interested in selling proposition. 
sa a as @ 


wamaweaeae Jd 
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Arrest Him, Officer! 


PLL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON 
THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT! 


Follow This Man? 


ECRET Service Operator No.38 is on the job... follow him 
through all the excitement of his chase after the counter- 
feit gang. See how a crafty operator works, Tell-tale 

finger prints in the murdered girl’s room that help him solve 
the great mystery! BETTER than fiction because every 
is TRUE. No obligation. Just mail me the coupon and get— 


No. 38 Made to His Chief 
And the best part of it all is this—it may o to 
the great opportunity for YOU as a a Pineer Print 
Expert. This isa y s Hpetod acs, tape iat The kind of 
work you would like. Excitement! ills! Travel! A regular 
monthly salary. Reward money And remember: graduates of 
ie Geers st Bigs of ali itantiication Bureaus in the 
1. Se ! Mail the Cou; and I’ these 
Free Confidential Reports! rhea 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2771 Chicago, Hlinois 
ES Os BN ES LO SO | 
Institute of Applied Science 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2771 Chicago, Hlinois 
Gentlemen:—Without any obligati hatsoev: 
me the Reports of Operate 5 as ome oat 


or No. y 
ur low prices and 
OT be sent to boys 


Free Book on Finger Prints and 
Easy Terms Offer. Literature will 
under 17 years of age. 


doalaaalptadlas ene teale | 


Classified 
Advertising 


Detectives—Instructions 


DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or travel. 
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary. Write, 
GEORGE WAGONER, 2640-A Broadway, New York. 


Earn big. money— 


BECOME A SUCCESSFUL DETECTIVE. 
National System, 


travel. Detective newspaper and particulars free. 
425-E, Fremont, Nebr. Ex 


Cee ctmnnnnEnanene nnn ESTE ene 


Patents Secured 
(Se See eee ee 


PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Book and advice fre. L. FP. 
Randolph, Dept. 513, Washington, D. C, 
PATENTS SECURED. Two valuable booklets sent free. Write 


immediately: Victor J. Evans & Co., 911-A Vietor Building, 
Washington, D. C. 
a 


Agents Wanted 


a  ——— 


STICK-ON LETTERS. Store windows. 500% prefit. Free 
samples. Metallic €o., 431 North Clark, Chicage. 


ST 


Help Wanted—Instructions 
(nes Se ee 


FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-$175 MONTH. Cabin. Hunt, 
trap, patrols Qualify immediately. Write Raysom Service C-59, 
enver, ‘010. 


a 
Dancing Lessons 


New system for beginners. 


ROOM DANCING TAUGHT. 
aa Promenade Studios, 567 


Enroll now. Send 25c for first lesson. 
Fifth Ave., N. Y. C. 


Se SS SS SS eee 
Baby Chicks 


EE _ 


AS WORLD’S LARGEST Chick Producers, we can save 
money. Big Catalog Free. Colonial Poultry Farms, Bex 452, 
Pleasant Hill, Mo. 


AOE SAE Ie a aN 
Qld Money Wanted 


De you know that Coin Cellecters 
Cents? And high premiums 
Send 4c for Large Com 
B. Max Mehl, 440 Mehl 


OLD MONEY WANTED. 
pay up te $100.00 for certain U. S. 
for alk rare coins? I buy all kinds. 
Folder. May mean much profit te you. 
Bidg., Fort Worth, Texas. 


Bow-Legs Straightened 
ea ee eee 


WITHOUT INTERRUPTING daily routine. Inexpensive, Write, 
New York Surgical Appliance, 132 Lexington Ave., New York. 


————— 


Scientific System 
Ene 
WHY LOSE AP GAMBLING? Sibley Institute’s seientifie sys- 
tem produces winners. Comprehensive booklet 25c. 236 West Glst 
Place, Chicago, IL 
LS 


Songs for Sale 


Book 24 originals. 50e each. 


COWBOY POEMS AND SONGS. 
5640 Metre, Station, Los 


Three $1.25. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Angeles, Calif. 
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Be Your Own 
MUSIC 
Teacher 


LEARN AT HOME 
to play by note, Piano, Violin, 
Ukulele, Tenor Banjo, Hawaiian 
Guitar, Piano Accordion, Saxophone, 
Clarinet, or any other instrument. 
Wonderful improved method. Simple 
as A BC. No ‘“‘numbers’’ or trick 
music. Cost averages only a_ few 
cents a day. Over 700,000 students. i 


FREE BOOK Write today for Free Booklet and Free Demonstration 
Lesson explaining this method in detail. Mention favorite 

instrument. Instruments supplied when needed cash or credit. 
New York City 


U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 3591 Brunswick Bldg., 


TO YOUNG MEN— 


STENOTYPY 


THE WAY TO SUCCESS! 


Stenotypy, the new profession, offers unusual oppor- 
tunities to ambitious young men. It’s a man’s way of 
recording speech in this machine age—a silent little 
machine that types plain print letters faster than any 
one can talk. It opens up preferred jobs now—leads to 
executive careers later. One of 
the surest, quickest ways to get 
into Business on the right basis. 
Now you can learn Stenotypy 
at home in your spare time. Low 
cost —easy terms. Get full details. 
Write for valuable, free booklet, 
*‘Stenotypy, the New Profession,” 
describing the unusual opportuni- 
ties for young men in this growing 
field and telling how you may enter 
it suocessfully. Write Dept.165-ST. 
THE STENOTYPE COMPANY 
4101 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, ili, 


$1260 to $2100 


First year 


MANY 1937 
APPOINTMENTS 


MEN— WOMEN 


Common Fiscstea 
Will Usually Do 


Influence 
Not Needed 


Mail Coupon Today 
SURE 


{ Franklin Institute, Dept. T194, Rochester, N. Y. 
( Rush to me FREE OF CHARGE, list of U, S. Government 


' 

I jobs. Send FREE 32 page book telling ‘salaties, duties, 4 
hours, etc. Tell me how I can get a position. | 

[ Name... cee cee cee cece cece rece eee cen ees cen cee cereeereetee I 
1 Address........ coc oc ee cece cere ecscccccresssvesccceseees 1 
i ee ee ee es oe 


ILL GIVE YOU 


THIS BEAUTIFUL NEW 


FORD SEDAN 


AS A gigi : 


besides & WONDERFUL 
OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE UP TO 


making up to $10.00 ina day 


and quickly advance your IN A WEEK 


earnings as you become established. 


I Send Everything You Need] 


Experience or previous training is unnecessary. I send you every- 
thing you need to make big earnings from the very first day. You 
will act as Local Distributor for my million-dol!ar company. You 
will look after your customer's orders, fill them, and handle the 
money. A big part of every dollar you take in you keep as your 
pay. Once started I'll give you credit and you can build on my 
capital. Even starting part time you can enjoy earnings up to 
$27.50 in a week; up to $60.00 in a week for full time. In addi- 
tion to your cash earnings, I'll give you a brand-new Ford Tudor 
Sedan as a bonus for producing. 


$96.00 in a Week 


You may wonder at making so much money in such a pleasant, 
simple manner. Clare C. Wellman, N. » reported that he cleared 
$96.00 in a week. Hans Coordes, Nebr., stated he made $27.95 in 
a day; $96.40 in a week. Ruby C. Hannen, W. Va., reported $73.00 
in a week. I have scores of reports of exceptional earnings like 
these as positive evidence of the amazing possibilities of my offer 


to you. 
Send No Money — Just Name 


I need more men and women at once. Send me your name so I can 
lay the facts before you, then you can decide if the earning possi- 
bilities are satisfactory. Don’t miss this chance. It doesn’t cost 
you anything to investigate. You can’t lose by mailing the coupon 
or a penny postcard for free details. Do it today—NOW. 


ALBERT MILLS, President 
3746 Monmouth Ave. Cincinnati, Ohio 


MAIL COUPON — NOW 


(ainear MILLS, Pres., AI 
3746 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 


Send me the free facts about your Local Distributor offer. y 


If you are out of work or on 
part time and need cash at 
once to pay your: bills and 
live on, you are just the per- 
son I am_ looking for. 

have a good offer for you 
right now—a wonderful op- 
portunity to start right in 


] Tell me how [ can make un to $60 in a week and get a 

| brand-new Ford Tudor Sedan as a bonus in addition to my 
cash earnings. 

| Name,........s0. see eecccececeeeecee aii ie SGalaiorsig sieieleleielelslsies ‘ | 

| Address........ eee e ee eceeeceee eer cece cece ceyeseseccase oe | 

! (Please print or write plainly) Il 
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Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


To help you answer these & questions: 


1 What are today’s oppor- 
™ tunities in Drafting ? 


2 = Will I like the work? 


3 Can I learn Drafting 
" readily? 


Beginning Lessons ih 


Drafting "Free 


the draftsman first must draw it. Build- tact with seasoned engineers. “higher 
ing trades, ented hanh ag manufacturing ups’ see his work. If it is good, advance- The 2 lessons will be sent absolutely 
‘ALL depend on him. Tha’ erry cee ment is sure and ° without obligation. In the privacy of 


pickup means first cali for ihe Dr Orafting Experience NOT Necessary your own room, look them over. See 


ow simply you start—how gradually you 
Orafting Opportunities Growing Dall¥ = yoy can master Dr are led step by step—how y thoroughly you 


afting readily 

Drafting welcomes ambitious men— home study because you rene and ped master each point—how, as time eee on} 
often good pay to Beary with splendid vance ezacily as professional Draftsmen you can pass from a raw beginni 

portunities for on. One of the ‘square, dividers and drawing Piste mastery of Drafting—able te cand 

start, board. Actua’ working conditions are dupli- id a pleasant, profitable, steady job.Such 

the pecrinet ores works side py ecemene with experi cated. Thousands of successful graduates a future is well worth Uicoktn into RIGHT 
enced men—inking enthusiastically endorse our methods. NOW, 60... write AY 


American School e Dept. | DD-17 Drexel Avenue at 58th Street « Chicago, illinois 


Before anything can be made or built, tracings; constantly Ai by hiscon- Prove that You can Qualify 


@ Earn big money writing Love, Mystery,’ 


wtf fA = { 
] uw v i ( 
and Adventure Stories. Send $3°° for com- | 
is LE< T Ri CITY plete practical course in plotting and writing 
ee, ‘action stories. Satisfaction, os money back. 


IN IZ WEEKS AT COYNE ACTION STORY INSTITUTE - P. 0. Box 1288 


CHICAGO > sLLiInols 


The Big Coyne Shops in g 

reputation for training raining ambitious fellows for their start in 
this big-pay field in only 12 weeks. Then you get life- 
time graduate employment service. By my new plan 


YOU. f iderful thod of 
EC Ue mig ei DON’T BE CUT 
while you strive and save to raise the necessary tuition. Until You Try This 


PAY TUITION ON EASY Wonderful Treatment 
_ PAYMENT PLAN for pile suffering. If you have piles in any 


¥ have a plan where many get form write for a FREE sample of Page’s 
training Bree. “ih ea they (have Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you 
ing in sine 6 nate payments: read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co, 
Say they start school, if you will 416-B6 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich. 

to me at once I will pend 


you complete details 
4 Sational new plan, together with 


- telling ath cose oot cea SPECIALS—AIR PISTOLS & RIFLES 
how many earn while learn- 100 Shot Repeater 
ing and training you can get HAENEL 


peter. 

Sa es No Lie powder or pumping. For target - § 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL Rectal tent ats ace Wall ade Peng a 
1. a @ept. 17-45, Chicago, lilincis Fin. or “eueral ied, 18, 806, steel BB's BB's = FREE. ‘ Ww 

MR, H.C. LEWS: poe 

© Dept. 1. 17°45, 500 S 560 5. Paulina Ste Chlcage, tit i Sarah sefingle chet pistol” 200° ee" * Barts! § rae lg 

paystuition-after-graduation® p  .§§ «=| . Freee «ee 8 ee et 

Sopa ol details of your spa eemuation=/F HAENEL ‘fii-Power ‘Mod. 26; ‘rifed; : a 
fess cascieny bee Tene a Sinsie: $8.45: is,"Répeater ts y » $10.95 
eee ee Benlamin Air Bifles,’Sin, ingle Shot $5, 45; Reve BIG. US Ee Bee $38 
ADDRESS. 2. cenennsn oe | p00 Pellets 17 Be: 2 — Tee; Darts ee tb cates inc.” Send M. 

Knives, Compass, etc, “Bend si tamp. $2. ‘Deposit Tequired om, Ob" uicroneeien, 


LEE SALES CO. (Dept. SS) 35 West 32nd St., New York City 
. Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 
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With Each 
Order for 
Two Tires 


TUBe! 


19° GOODRICH - FISK 
AY FIRESTONE-U. S. 


And All Other Makes 


‘Astounding Tire Bargains, un- 
d and unbeatable else- 
Standard Brands. Every 

tire rebuilt by our improved 

mnathiod and by skilled! experts: 
years of experience 

superior rodents THOU- 


cE 


cular Moided Tube absolute! 
FREE with each two tires ord- 
ered. Offer good limited time. 


BALLOON TIRES, 
Size Rim Tires Tubes; 


3.75 1.45 
3.95 1.55 
HEAVY 


‘High Pressure) 
115/size Tires Tubes|Size Tires Tubes 
0x8 $3.28 ets 134x7 $10.95 $3.95 


95 
9S 32.95 


r 
OCS AAUABUCOURCAS 
AR NNAAA NAAR RT 
be 


32x6.00-20 3. 
Haas 3:98 
37150018 3.78 
SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
ASC on each Truck Tire,) We ship balance C. O. D. 
educt $ per cent if cash is sentin full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces- 
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED— 
HEAVY GAUGE CIRCULAR MOLDED. Guard against 
rice advances. Order Now. We agree to replace at 
price any tire failing to give 9 monthe’ service, 


PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CQ. 
2328-30 S. Michigan Ave. Dept. 4142, Chicago, ML 


if We Send It FREE of Cost? 


Here’s an amazing opportunity to ry teed 
all-wool suit, tailored-to-measure E of cost. No 
experience—no money necessary. No canvassing, 
either just call on a few friends during our spare time— 
iow you how to get your Suit quic! EASILY! Also 
how you can turn spare time into BIG MONEY. Sam- 
les sent FREE. Write: FAIRBANKS TAILORING CO., 
215 Wabansia, Chicago, i. 


feamE LECTRICITY 


| 2, IN YOUR HOME —by Practical Shop Training 


NEW EASY WAY TO BETTER JOBS— 
i G00 PAY! We furnish dozens of Keene of Blectrical 
Ca re ical shop mi: = 
“ oan Boing: actual jobs right in yoar home. Amazing 
hy new plan gets results,|Write for Free Book and details. 


ELECTRIC INSTITUTE, Inc. 
Dept. 317A Hinsdale, Illinois 


An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate 


Gland very often causes Lameback, Fre- 
quent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic 
Pains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, etc. Many 


physicians endorse massage as a safe ef- 
fective treatment. (See Reference Book of 
the Medical Sciences, Vol. VII, 8rd edi- 
tion). Use ““PROSAGER,” a new inven- 
tion which enables any man to massage 
his Prostate Gland in the privacy of his 
home. It often brings relief with the first 
treatment and must help or it costs you 
nothing. No Drugs or Electricity. 


DR. W. D. SMITH, FREE BOOKLET 
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS 
MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-313, KALAMAZOO, MICH. 


NOW_irs 
SCIENTIFIC 


CRIME 
DETECTION, 


that 
PAYS BIG REWARDS 


New Easy Training Endorsed by Experts Prepares You For 


BiG EARNINGS 


The Nation’s cry these days is for scientifically trained investi- 
gators. Never before has there been such an opportunity for 
young men scientifically trained as at the present time. 


Study At Home—Advanced Education Or Previous 
Experience Not Necessary 
This new training is not difficult. No deep book or technical 
data. Anyone 17 to 70 eligible. A little time each day qualifies 
you for big earnings in most fascinating profession on earth. 
Course includes every important branch of crime detection. 
Only course in existence that offers combination of the Science 
of Finger Prints, Secret Service and Private Investigation, 
Identification of Handwriting, Secrets of Defense and Attack, 
and Police Photography, ALL IN ONE GREAT COURSE! 


Easy Terms—Big Regulation Outfit Free To Students 
Write for easy terms policy enabling you to secure this scientific 
training with practically no sacrifice. You train with regulation 
police equipment and employ methods used in finest equipped 
bureaus of identification. Internationally famous leaders in 
police world endorse this training. Instructor a nationally 
known expert in scientific crime detection. Private industry 
also now demanding scientifically trained experts. Now is your 
opportunity to get into this new fascinating field. 


FREE TO ANY YOUNG MAN 17 OR OVER 
= Send today for big new book, “‘Get Into Scientific Crime 

Detection,” including 14 famous scientifically solved cases. This free 
book tells how and why you can earn big money in this great 
profession. Fill in coupon—mail today sure. 

SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION 
INSTITUTE of AMERICA, Inc. 
Chesapeake and Ohio Building 

Huntington, West Virginia 

J. T. BURDETTE, President 


va SUCCESS ECTSESESCEEEYy 
& SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION a 
® INSTITUTE of AMERICA, Inc. . 
® Chesapeake and Ohio Building Dept. 7A37_g 
s Huntington, West Virginia ae 
Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatsoever, please send me g 
your big book containing 14 famous scientifically solved cases. a 

a together with full particulars on how I can get into SCI ENTIFIC 
®@ Crime Detection. . 
a 
Name......... ration ecbaveqestccuasesvessterscesneeserisseeteeen eaceeseresen saseenveenscnscsesceees 
e 
AdGErESS...sssssesseee ptoreseeas sseseseseanstosonissigacesausey eseecscsccnsecececececess 


Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


Acid In Your Blood 


Kills Health 


and Pep 


Kidneys Often to Blame 


There is nothing that can so gurckly, undermine your health, 
strength, and energy as an excess of Acid in your blood. Every 
time you move your hand, take a step, or use even the slightest 
amount of energy, cells are broken down in the body and create 
Acids. This process goes on even when you are asleep. 

Fortunately, nature has provided an automatic method of getting 
rid of these excess Acids, To cet tid of these Acids ere pro- 
vides that your blood circulate 200 times an hour tareuee5e million 
tiny, delicate tubes, or filters, in your Kidneys. It is the function 
of the Kidneys to filter out these health-destroying Acids, and te 
purify the blood so that it can take energy and vitality to every 
part of your body. But if your Kidneys slow dewn and do not 
function properly, and remove approximately: 3 pints ef Acids, 
Peisons, and liquids from your blood every 24 hours, then there is 
a@ gradual accumulation of these Acids and Wastes, and slowly 
but surely your system becomes poisoned, making you feel old be- 
fore your time, run-down, and worn-out. 


Causes Many Ills 


functioning Kidneys cause wu to suffer from Acidity, 
Getting Up_Nights, Nervousness, Leg ins, Dizziness, Frequent 
Headaches, Rheumatic Pains, Swollen Joints, Circles Under Eyes, 
Backache, Loss of Vitality, or Burning, Itching and Smarting, don’t 
waste time worrying and waiting. The natural 
thing to do is to help your Kidneys with the 
doctor’s special, guaranteed Kidney diuretic 
prescription, called Cystex, (pronounced Siss- 
Tex). Cystex works directly on the Kidneys 
and Bladder, and helps the Kidneys in their 
function of washing impurities and Acids from 
the system and in maintaining the purity of 
the blood. Don’t try to overcome Acidity in 
your blood by taking medicines to offset the 
Acidity. The only way you can really get rid 
of the Acidity is by helping your Kidneys to 
function properly and thus remove the Acid 
from your system. The Acid is bound to stay 
there unless the Kidneys function properly. 


If poor] 


Dr. T. J. Rastelll 


l 


HANA 
HUAN 
HAHN 
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| 
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on approval. Just mail the coupon and we'll send you 
a@ set of these remarkable auto books, just off the 
press. Whether you are a mechanic or helper, ex- 
pert or apprentice, auto owner or driver, if 
you’re interested in knowi all about 
automobile mechanics, then take advantage 
of this FREE OFFER. 


Nearly 100 pages on DIESEL Engines 


A better _job—in the gigantic auto in- 
dustry. BIGGER PAY—a chance to go 
into business for yourself and get a share 
of the huge profits are waiting for any man 
who even half tries to improve himself. 
Learn auto engineering with these wonder 
books a new way—without studying or 
memorizing. Simply use the JIFFY IN- 
DEX to look up the answer to any auto 
problem. Built by eleven of America’s 
greatest automobile engineers, and written 
in simple language so you can under- 
stand it. Very newest cars, all covered. 


FREE! send NOW and we wilt in 
cone FREE an extra leose-tent vo! 
. 7 with newest cars and ,§ vanes 
aad also that famous book ‘*Automo- 
bile Service Shop Management: 
Motors. Diesel Ines, ete. 


AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY 
Pe kure edition, cold-stamped Prose} Avenue & S8th St., Dept. A2319, Chicago, HL 


MERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY. 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Dept. A2319, Chicago 

I would like to see the new 6-volume edition ay your AUTO BOOKS. I will pay 
the few cents delivery shareee: only, but if I choose to, I may return them express 
ecliect. If after 10 days use I prefer to keep them, I will send you $2 and pay the 
balance at the rate of only $3 a month, until $24.80 is paid. Please include free com 
eulting membership and the two extra books as per your offer above. 


Name .....seeececccccc esses sceee 


CAN YOU FIX IT? 


These wonder books tell step 


by step HOW to take out 
ay i in sikereatisl #2 kill 
the shimmy in steering—to 
eet TIMING—how to put 
your finger Instantly on en- 
gine trouble and then. ste 
wick expert way to FIX 

lewest improvements fully 
eovered. Equal to a complete 
trade course at less than a 
fourth the cost. 


6 Big Volumes 
Brand New Edition 
2500 pages, 2000 illustrations, 


wiring dias diagrams, etc., includ- 
ing Marine Engines, Aviation 


Attach lett statin: occupati d name and add: of 
of et least ove businoss tian a reference. eee of employer and that 


Please mention this magazine 


Thousands of druggists and doctors in over 22 sit erent ee countries 


throughout the world recommend Cystex for its purity and prompt 
action as a Kidney diuretic. For instance, Dr. T. J. Rastelli, 
famous Doctor, Surgeon, and Scientist, of London, says: ‘‘Cystex 


is one of the finest remedies I have ever known in my medical 
actice. Any doctor will recommend it for its definite benefit 

the treatment of many functional Kidney and Bladder disorders. 
It is safe and harmless.” Dr. C. Z. Rendelle, another widely 
known physician and Medical Examiner, of San Francisco, recently 
said: “Since the Kidneys purify the blood, the Poisons collect in 
these organs and must be promptly flushed from the system, other- 
wise they reenter the blood stream and create a toxic condition. 
I can truthfully recommend the use of Cystex.’’ 


Guaranteed To Work 


Because of its world-wide and unusual success, Cystex is offered 
under a written guarantee to do the work to your complete satis- 
faction in 8 days or money back on return of empty package. 
Under this written guarantee you can put Cystex to the. test and 
see exactly what it can do in your particular case. You must feel 
younger, stronger and better than you have in a long time—you 
must feel that Cystex has done the work thor- 
oughly and completely, or you merely return 
the empty package and it costs you nothing. 
You are the sele judge of your own satisfac- 
tion, With Cystex there is no long waiting 
for results, because it is scientifically pre- 
pared to act directly on the Kidneys as a 
Diuretic. For that reason most people report 
a remarkable improvement within the first 
48 hours, and complete satisfaction within 
8 days. Cystex costs only 3c a dose at 
druggists, and as the guarantee protects 
you completely, you should not take 
chances with cheap, inferior, or irritat- 
ing drugs or delay. 


PICTURE PLAY 


gives you more for 


15¢ 


than any other movie magazine on 
the market. 


Get your copy to-day 


15e 


P-EeR=-C.0 P-yY 


FISTULA 


Anyone suffering from Fistula, Piles or any Rectal trouble is 
urged to write for our FREE Book, describing the McCleary 
Treatment for these treacherous rectal troubles. The McCleary 
Treatment has been successful in thousands of cases. Let us send 
zou oar reference list of former patients living in every State in 
the Union. 


The McCleary Clinic, 161 Elms Bivd., Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


BECOME AN EXPERT 


ACCOUNTANT 


C.P. A." 5, 
Bxccative: accomntants § ‘and Os nd 0.7. to 318,08 HX r= 
Romies. owe We teain you thoroly 


14 
i tiv ti ston eserves 
ons. ‘oe’ 
ee eee becca wet {gaining under pupervision i stall of fe Pa ie, 


including mater of the ney, the Prot puitaterat of 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 165-H, ‘clini 
The School That Has Trained Over 1,350 C. P. A.'e 


when answering advertisements 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8x10 inches or smalier if de- 
sired. Same price for full length or c 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals; ete., glue enlargements of any: 
part of group picture. Safe return 0} 
original photo guaranteed. 3 for$1.00 


SEND NO MONEY 2822221! ptot0 or 
snapshot (anysize) 
and within a week you will receive your beautiful 
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. Pay postman 47c plus 
Re stage —or send 49c with order and we pay postage. Big 
6x20-inch enlargement sent C.O.D. 78c plus postage 
or send 80c and wre pay postage. Take Maventace of this amaz- 
ing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted. 


STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 104 S.Jefferson St., Dept. 767-A, Chicago 


RITER ¥ Ye Price 


Easy Terms 

Only 10c a Day 

Bave over % on all standard office 

models. Also portables at reduced prices. 
SEND NO MONEY 

pas late medela ce som plotel refinished like 


Big free catalog shows actual machines oe 
cal lows ac! m 08 
io full colors. Lowest prices. Send at onee. Triat 


Free course in typing Included. w. 
{International Typewriter Exch., Sor, °"Sa cts 


New Adding Machine 
Fits Vest Pocket! 


Adds, subtracts and multiplies like $300 machine 
yet it costs only $2.95. Weighs only 4 ounces. 
Not a toy—workmanship guaranteed. Perfectly 


accurate, lightning fast. Sells on sight to 
business men, storekeepers, homes—all who 
use figures. 


Writ t F 
Sample Offer ang Mone AGEN TS Costs 
ey zmekiag! Blan: 100% Profit! 


. CLI EARY, Dept. try 
303 W. Meares St., CHICAGO. 


RAISE." FROGS 


- SELL UP TO $5 PER DOZEN 
miltisns used yearly. Markets walling: 
WE BUY! Breeder may lay 10,000 exes arb 
Start in your Backyard with breeders, and ex: 
pand with increase. Men and Women. Investigate 
this pmcaresiing, new industry. See what other 

le are doing. Send for our big FREE book 
”. Start New, on rite today! 

vm | 

rog Canning age 


‘A Future in Fi 
American 
Dept. 212A 


Newly Discovered Hormone 
Helps Men Past 40 


It’s a hormone used by many doctors here and abroad to 
strengthen impaired vigor caused by weakened glands. This 
hormone, together with other beneficial ingredients, is obtained in 
Zo-ak Tablets (Blue Box for Men—Orange Box for Women) at 
all good druggists. Try them uninterruptedly for one month. If 
you do not feel vastly improved your druggist gives you your 
money back. Don’t accept a cheaper substitute. Zo-ak contains 
the genuine gland-stimulating hormone. Booklet by registered 
physician free. Zo-ak Co., 50 W. 45th St., N. Y. 


‘He Got 4000 fx: 
ONE OLD COIN 


B. Max Mehl paid Mr. Brownlee 
r | le 
ie thar be pose one eee oA 


DO YOU WANT BIG MONEY 
or OLD COINS - BILLS-STAMPS ke 


POST YOURSELF! It Pays! 


H paid $400.00 to Mrs. Dowty of Texas, for one 
lf Dollar; J. D. Martin of Virginia $200.00 
for a single Copper Cent, Mr. Manning of New York, 
mee $2.5! for one Silver Dollar, Mrs. G. F, Adams. 
"m Ohio, received $740.00 for a few old coins. 1 will 
pay highest cash prices for all kinds of old 
coins, medals, bills and stamps. 
1 WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME! 
1894 °S’ Mint; $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel (not Buffalo) and hun- 
dreds of other amazing prices for coins. Send 4c for Large Illustrated Coin 
Folder and further particulars. It may mean much profit to you. Write to " 
B. MAX MEHL, 369 Mehi Bidg., FORT WORTH, TEXAS 
(Largest Rare Coin Company in U.S. A.) Established 86 Years. 


= J have RE DUCE D = 
MY WAIST § INCHES 


WITH THE WEIL. BELT!” 
Cree. Bailey : 


owrite 


WE WANT YOU to test 
the Weil Belt at our Expense! 


ON’T let a “bay window” make you the butt 

of locker ‘room jokes! If the Weil Belt does 

not take 3 INCHES off that pauachy waistline IN 10 DAYS 
it won't Cost you a red cent! 

mit you want that well-set-up appearance, get rid of the fat 

s easy way! No starvation diets... no strenuous exercises 

. +. just get into a Weil belt and seneat inches smaller at 

once. You will feel, as well as look like a new man as 

the fat actually disappears. With the loss of burdensome fat 

vitality and pep will come back. Many wearers state that 

the reduced weight aids digestion and relieves constipation! 


IF YOU DO NOT « « « 
REDUCE YOUR WAIST 


2 INCHES IN DAYS 


... it will cost you nothing! 


W@ It would take a whale of a lot of nerve to make such an 
agreement if we didn’t know, from the experiences of 
hundreds of men that our claims — Soeee Tarte: W. T. 
Anderson writes “Lost 50 Ibs.”’; W.L. McGinnis says “Waist 
is 8 inches smaller”. Fred Wolfe says‘ ‘Feel like a new man.’ 
These men and many others are so enthusiastic about 
their new lease on life that they write us about it!... Why 
not prove at our expense that it will do as much for you? 


DON'T WAIT, FAT IS DANGEROUS! 
Mi Insurance companies think twice before they insure a 
fat man... doctors warn against overweight. ite got get 
that dangerous fat off before it harms your health 

@ The Weil method is safe and sure... it's the gentle 
massage-like action as you walk or sit at oss desk that 
does the trick! And you feel more comfortable with sagging 
abdominal muscles supported. Don’t carry around that 
excess baggage any longer! Mail the coupon today! NOW!! 


SEND FOR 10 DAY. FREE TRIAL OFFER 
THE WEIL CO., Inc., 511, HILL ST.,. NEW HAVEN, CONN. 


Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing 
The Weil Belt and full details of your 10 day FREE Trial Offer. 


Name. 


Address ee ee 
Use Coupon or Send Name and Address on Penny Post Card 


Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements 
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The Romance Buster 


By JOHNSTON McCULLEY 


Author of “Barriers Of Gold,” etc. 


CHAPTER I. 


A NEW JOB. 


HE steady patter of hoof- 
beats in the deep dust and 
the rumble of vehicle 
heels reached the ears of 
Dave Carlen as he was 
down at the corral trying to salve 
cuts on the legs. of a Circle M colt. 


Dave glanced up from his work 
to see a buckboard being driven 
along the lane toward the ranch 
house, lathered black colts straining 
in the harness, and a heavy-set, red- 
faced, gray-haired man handling the 
reins. 

Recognition of the driver brought 
such a shock to Dave Carlen that 
he dropped the can of salve and 


splashed the sticky stuff on his 


boots. His eyes bulged and _ his 
lower jaw sagged in an expression of 
astonishment. The man in the buck- 
board was Jake Siles, owner of the 
big Double Triangle Ranch, and a 
power in the county. 

For Jake Siles to visit the humble 
Circle M was something like an em- 
peror eating a meal in a peasant’s 
hut. And when the rich and arro- 
gant owner of the Double Triangle 
made a ten-mile drive himself in the 
heat of the day, and alone, instead 
of sending one of his numerous cow- 
punchers with whatever message he 
wished to deliver, something unusu- 


ally important must be on the pro- 
gram. 

Jake Siles brought his team to a 
stop in front of the house and 
howled for Sam Morgan, the 
Circle M’s owner, to show himself. 
Morgan came out on the front 
porch, rubbing his eyes with his 
knuckles because his afternoon nap 
had been disturbed, and called the 
customary rangeland greeting. Jake 
Siles got out of the buckboard clum- 
sily, because of his ponderous body, 
tied his team, shook hands with Sam 
Morgan and went with him into the 
house. 

“Well, dog-gone!” Dave Carlen 
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muttered, as he turned the injured 
colt loose to limp around the corral. 
“I wonder what Jake Siles wants 
with the Old Man? I’m bettin’ that 
big cattle baron feels like puttin’ a 
clothespin on his nose when he visits 
an outfit like us.” 


AM MORGAN, of the Circle M, 
was an old-timer with an envi- 
able reputation for honesty, 

but not for financial standing. Jake 
Siles, of the Double Triangle, an- 
other old-timer, was a giant of the 
cattle industry who felt his impor- 
tance, and he was inclined to turn up 
his nose at anybody upon whose 
shoulders the mantle of success had 
not fallen. 

Both Morgan and Siles had been 
widowers for years. Morgan had a 
son, Billy, a wild youngster of 
twenty. Jake Siles had no children, 
but he had a pretty niece, Letty, 
who had come from Kansas City 
about a year before to make her 
home at the Double Triangle, her 


parents being dead and Jake Siles 


her only living relative. 


Dave wondered what Morgan and — 


Siles could have in common that 
would bring the Double Triangle’s 
haughty master on an uncomfortable 
drive in the dust and heat. He 
hoped Siles had not bought the 
Circle M mortgage from the bank 
and was intending to kick Sam Mor- 
gan out. If it was that, there would 
be a ruckus. 

Dave was alone at the ranch with 
the “Old Man” and the Chinese 
cook. The other three cowpunchers 
of the outfit were out looking for a 
missing bull, and Billy had gone to 
town on the pretext of getting the 
mail. . 

It might be a good idea, Dave de- 
cided, for him to wander up to the 
house and be near if there was 
trouble. But, by the time he had 


wiped the salve from his boots and 
washed his hands at the well and 
was ready to start, Sam Morgan ap- 
peared on the front porch and bel- 
lowed: 

“Dave! Come here right away!” 

Sam Morgan turned back into the 
house. Fearing the worst, Dave hur- 
ried, walking with a swinging stride 
which carried his six feet of lean 
body gracefully. His sandy hair 
seemed to be bristling, his gray eyes 
were narrow, his jaw was set in an 
expression of determination. If the 
Old Man was in trouble and needed 
help, he’d get it! 

But, when he entered the living 
room of the house, he saw no indiea- 
tion of trouble. Jake Siles was 
sprawled in an easy-chair. He waved 
a hand at Dave im friendly greeting, 
and Morgan motioned for Dave to 
sit m a chair not far from Siles. - 

Pacing deliberately across the 
room, Morgan stood in front of 
Dave with his fists planted on his 
hips and a scowl on his face. 

“Dave Carlen,” he announced, 
“you're fired!” 

Dave had expected anything but 
that. He had been at the Circle M 
for three years, and looked upon the 
place as home. Sam Morgan was 
like a father to him and Billy a wild 
kid brother. 

“J—I’m what?” he gasped. “Did 
you say I’m fired? Have you lost 
your senses, boss? Heck! You can’t 
fire me ’thout payin’ my wages, and 
I know danged well you can’t do 
that.” 

“T can’t, huh?” Morgan said. 
“Here you are!” 

Morgan thrust his hand into his 
pants pocket and pulled out a wad 
of currency. As Dave’s eyes bulged, 
he counted off most of the bills. 

“Four months,” he said. “Count 
it and see that it’s right.” 

“Where'd you get this money?” 
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Dave asked, as he fingered the bills. 
“You been robbin’ a bank? And 
why am I fired? Tell me that!” 

“Tt’s the slack season, and I’ve got 
more men than I need and can af- 
ford.” 

“Yeah, I know that. But Ive 
been here longer than any of the 
other boys, and I do my work. Why 


don’t you fire one of them, if you’ve. 


got to fire somebody, and let me stay 
on?” 
_ “Stop arguin’ about it! You're 
fired!” Morgan roared. “So now 
you're out of a job—and Jake Siles 
wants to hire you.” 

“So he’s responsible for me bein’ 
fired, huh?” Dave glared at the 
Double Triangle man. 


“Button up your mouth and listen 
to me a minute, Dave,” Jake Siles 
ordered. “I’m short-handed. Clem 
Jones quit me to go to town and 
work for the blacksmith, and Jack- 


son got his leg broke. I let Morgan. 


have money to pay you off so I 
could hire you.” 

“But I like it here at the 
Circle M, dang it!” 

“T know how crazy you are about 
the Circle M, and Morgan, and Mor- 
gan’s son Billy, and I like to see a 
man have loyalty like that,” Siles 
declared. “I want to hire you for a 
special job. When it’s done, you 
can come back to the Circle M, if 
you feel like it. And, if you do this 
job right, P'll help Morgan and we'll 
build up this Circle M so it’ll be 
somethin’ to come back to.” - 


HAT statement interested 

Carlen. He always had 

thought that if the Circle M 
had a little money for improve- 
ments, it soon would be going good. 
If he could do anything to help Sam 
Morgan, he’d do it. And Siles was 
noted for keeping his word. 


“What’s the special job?” Dave 
asked. 

“°Tain’t a regular cow-punchin’ 
job,” Siles explained. “I’ve got to 
have an outsider for it. You know 
my niece, Letty, don’t you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Think she’s a nice girl?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Dave, if you knew that she was 
about to do somethin’ that’d ruin 
her whole future life, you’d try te 
stop her, wouldn’t you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You know Lew Thorne, of 
course.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Dang it, can’t you say anything 
but ‘yeah’?” 

“T reckon,” said Dave. 

Jake Siles glared at him. “All 
right! You know Lew Thorne. 
Then you know he’s no good. He’s 
a shiftless, time-wastin’, drinkin’, 
gamblin’ fool of a dude! Not an 
ounce of manhood in him! I don’t 
know why I’ve kept him in my bunk 
house this long. Had it in mind 
often to fire him, but never got 
around to it. Now, it’s too late.” 

“You mean you can’t fire him 
now? And why the heck not?” 
Dave asked. “Ain’t you the boss of 
the Double Triangle any more?” 

“You're danged right I’m boss of 
the Double Triangle. But I’m not 
in a position to fire Lew Thorne 
now. Letty—she thinks she’s in love 
with him.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Listen, Dave! Would you want 
to see a fine, sweet girl like my niece 
marry a no-good hombre like Lew 
Thorne? Wouldn’t you feel that it’s 
your duty to help me save her from 
a fate like that? And don’t say 
‘yeah’!” 

“Sure!” Dave said. 

“That’s the job I’m hirin’ you for, 
and you're the man for the job. 
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You’re my kind of man, Dave. 
You’re hard-workin’, honest, de- 
pendable, and have a sense of loy- 
alty. You can ride, rope, shoot, 
work cattle, handle horses, build 
fence and get in hay.” 

“Yeah, I’m pretty good,’ Dave 
admitted. “Listen, now! If Letty’s 
in love with Lew Thorne and you 
don’t like it, why don’t you tell her 
so? Why don’t you forbid her see- 
in’ him any more, and kick him off 
your ranch? Looks simple enough 
to me.” 

“You,” Jake Siles told him, “don’t 
know a devil of a lot about women.” 

“Me, I don’t know anything 
about ’em, and don’t ever expect to 
learn.” 

“Tell her to stop seein’ him, and 
she’d rush right into his arms,” Siles 
explained. “Kick him off the ranch, 
and she’d follow him. The best way 
to make a woman cling to a man is 
to try to put obstacles between ’em. 
A woman who thinks she’s in love 
dotes on surmountin’ obstacles.” 

“Maybe she really is in love with 
the cuss. 

“Don’t be an ass, Dace! Why 
should she be in love with Lew 
Thorne? She only thinks she is. He 
ain’t got anything but pretty teeth, 
curly hair and a winnin’ smile.” 

“Sometimes that’s enough,” Dave 
said. 

“If she married him, she’d regret 
it inside a month. She’s got to be 
weaned away from Lew Thorne.” 


chair. 
“TI reckon I know what you're 
aimin’ at, Mr. Siles, and the answer 


is ‘no,’ ”’ he said. “Ill hand back my 
wages and stay here at the 
Circle M.” 


“What am I aimin’ at?” 

“You want her weaned away from 
Lew Thorne. You want me to make 
love to her and cut him out——” 


Dave grinned and got out of his 


“You idiot!” Jake Siles howled. 
“You couldn’t make love to a girl 
in a thousand years. You’re woman 
shy, and that’s one reason I’m pick- 
in’ you for this job. Leave the girl 
alone, and work on the man.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Show him up in front of her,” 
Siles explained. “Show her that Lew 
Thorne ain’t a real man at all. Out- 
ride him, outrope him and outshoot 
him!” 

“But maybe them ain’t the things 
she loves him for.” 

“Get the hombre in some tight 
corners, I mean, where he won’t look 
good tryin’ to get out. Bring out 
his weak spots—he’s got plenty of’m. 
Make Letty so danged sick of Lew 
Thorne that she won’t look at him 
again.” 

“Tt might work,” Dave admitted. 
“TI don’t like the cuss. He hangs 
around Tessie Lane, the waitress in 
the Smoky Gulch restaurant and 
makes a reg’lar fool of her. Pals 
around with Pete Garbitt, too—that 
hombre who claims to be a stock 
buyer and always has a mint of 
money to spend and nobody knows 
where he gets it.” 

“Letty’s got to be saved!” Jake 
Siles declared. “She’s all the kin 
I’ve got, and she'll be my heiress. 
You think I want a hombre like Lew 
Thorne to get his hands on my 
Double Triangle some day?” 

“T reckon not,’ Dave replied. 
“Well, I'll take the job.” 

“That’s fine!” Jake Siles beamed 
at him. “Nobody’s to know about 
this except us. Your main object in 
life’s to bust up this thing between 
Letty and Lew Thorne. Nothin’s to 
interfere with that—not even floods, 
earthquakes or wars. Ride over this 
evenin’. Or, stop in town and have 
some fun with your wages and get 
out to the ranch in the mornin’. Re- 
port to me when you get there.” 
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“Yeah.” 

“Tl take that ‘yeah’ out of you 
before you’ve been with my outfit a 
month, I betcha!” Jake Siles threat- 
ened. “I reckon that’s all. Good- 
by, gents!” 

Jake Siles got out of his chair with 
all the grace of a mother hippopota- 
mus crawling out of the Nile on a 
slippery bank, waddled out of the 
house, untied his team and got into 
the buckboard. 

He waved a farewell to Sam Mor- 
gan and Dave, who had followed 
him as far as the porch and were 
standing at the railing, gathered up 
the reins, and drove away in a cloud 
of dust with his black colts almost 
on a run. 

Dave grinied and scratched his 
left ear. “So I’ve hired out to be a 
romance buster,” he growled. “Dog- 
gone!” 


CHAPTER II. 
MYSTERIOUS AMBUSH. 


AVE waited to eat the eve- 

ning meal at the Circle M 

and make his farewells to 

Morgan, the other three punchers of 

the outfit, and the old Chinese cook. 

Billy Morgan had not returned from 

town, and his father asked Dave to 

chase him home. Billy had been 

hanging around town too much 
lately. 

Mounted on his own paint pony, 
and with his blanket roll of personal 
belongings lashed behind his saddle, 
Dave started at dusk, loping down 
the lane and turning into the dusty 
road. 

There was a bright moon, and also 
a slight breeze drifting down from 
the hills, and Dave rode leisurely 
and comfortably, sagging to one side 
of his saddle, a limp cigarette dan- 
gling from one corner of his mouth. 
He was doing some thinking. 

He had met Letty Siles several 


_as he rolled a fresh cigarette. 


times, and liked her, and she had 
seemed to like him. He felt com- 
fortable in her presence, whereas 
other women embarrassed him. She 
was pretty, and Dave had thought 
she was sensible, too. But he could 
not understand how a sensible girl 
could fall in love with a man like 
Lew Thorne. 

Thorne was the flashy type of 
cow-puncher, tall and slender, good- 
looking, about twenty-eight. He 
ran to fancy chaps and gaudy silk 
shirts and neckcloths. There was 
nothing substantial about him. He 
had an aversion for work. His 
principal interests in life were poker, 
liquor, pony racing, dancing, and 
girls. 

Dave decided it would be a pleas- 
ure as well as his duty to break up 
this romance. But he scarcely knew 
how to go about it. It had been 
easy for Jake Siles to tell him to 
make Lew Thorne reveal his weak- 
nesses and disgust the girl, but Siles 
had neglected to suggest ways and 
means. : 

“Reckon T’ll have to wait for a 
chance to get at him,” Dave ee 
a | 
I do this job right, maybe Jake Siles 
will help Morgan plenty, and the 
Circle M have the fat of the land 
again. Might be best and quickest 
to get the hombre into a ruckus and 
shoot him.” 

But he decided against that. In 
such event, Letty Siles might mourn 
and cherish a sad memory. She 
might decide that life had robbed 
her of happiness and never marry 
anybody, then the Double Triangle 
would have an old maid for a boss 
some day. 

“Yeah, Ill just have to. watch 
around and see what happens,” 
Dave decided. 

At that moment, something hap- 
pened. 
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He was riding around the shoulder 
of a rocky hill in the bright moon- 
light. High up in the rocks, a gun 
suddenly barked and flamed, and a 
bullet came singing down viciously 
to zip past Dave’s head. Another 
gun blazed and cracked in another 
position, and a second missile missed 
Dave by scant inches. 

Acting without conscious thought, 
he jerked his pony off the trail and 
to an abrupt stop in the darkness 
behind some rocks, where there was 
cover, and his right hand dived for 
his own weapon. 

He was puzzled and enraged at 
the attack. He knew no reason why 
somebody should be gunning for 
him. But those bullets had come 
too close to be practical jokes, and 
the time and place made it apparent 
that somebody was in ambush and 
had made a deliberate attempt to 
kill him. 

It must be a case of mistaken 
identity, Dave thought. In the 
bright moonlight, many spotted 
ponies and their riders presented 
similar appearances. And the trail 
he was following ran past the 
Circle M and to half a dozen other 
ranches, and riders from any of them 
might use this road to get to town. 

“Hey, there! Know who you're 
shootin’ at?) I’m Dave Carlen!” he 
howled. 

But no voice called to him in re- 
ply to apologize and tell him to ride 
on in safety. So it would be perilous 
for him to proceed. Out in the 
moonlight, he would be a good tar- 
get, and they might not miss if they 
shot again. 

The assassins above would have 
to be dislodged and driven away be- 
fore he could go on. So Dave 
slipped out of his saddle and ground- 
hitched his pony. Gun held ready 
for instant use, he went noiselessly 
around the rocks and began a slow 


and cautious ascent’ of the steep 
slope. 


BOVE him, he heard a boot 
A scrape against a rock, and 
heard also the soft and ques- 
tioning whinny of a horse. He 
slipped, and gravel rolled beneath 
his feet in a tiny avalanche which 
betrayed his position. A gun blazed 
instantly above him, a second roared 
a short distance from the first, and 
bullets struck a rock and ricocheted 
screaming into the night. 

There seemed no question now of 
the intentions of the men in the 
rocks above. Dave had shouted his 
name, yet they were continuing the 
attack. His own gun barked vi- 
ciously in reply four times, as rap- 
idly as he could work it, as he fired 
at the spots where he had seen the 
flashes of their weapons. 

As the echoes of the firing rang 
among the rocks, he changed posi- 
tion swiftly and reloaded. Above 
him he heard a shout and reply. He 
could not make out the words. 
Then there came to his ears the sud- 
den clatter of hoofbeats as horses 
were started over the flinty ground. 

His unknown foes were running 
away from the fight, which was 
something Dave could not under- 
stand, since they had been two to 
one against him and had- held the 
advantage of position. He went on 
upward slowly and with caution, 
fearful of a trick to decoy him into 
a trap, prepared to fire at the first 
indication of the presence of ene- 
mies. 

Because of this caution, it took 
him some time to reach the crest. 
He saw two riders bending low in 
their saddles as they raced through 
the moonlight, turning toward the 
trail which would take them to 
Smoky Gulch, but he could identify 
neither men nor mounts. 
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As a gesture of defiance, Dave 
emptied his gun in their general di- 
rection, reloaded again, scrambled 
down from the rocks, and got into 
his saddle to ride on. Where the 
trail was good, he vrged his pony to 
better speed. 

The cowardly and mysterious at- 
tack had enraged him. There was 
no reason for it. He was singularly 
free from range enmities. The situa- 
tion was something to cause him 
alarm. To have deadly enemies who 
would try to kill from ambush was 
bad, but to have their identities un- 
known to him was worse. He did 
not know against whom to be on 
guard. 

Seething with rage, he hurried on 
to Smoky Gulch. It was possible 
the men ahead had not gone to the 
town, but around it on some trail. 
Lights were gleaming in the few 
business buildings and the adobe 
habitations grouped around the 
dusty plaza when Dave arrived. No- 
body was in sight out in the open, 
and only a few horses were at the 
hitch rails. 
for Smoky Gulch. 

Dave dismounted in front of a 
store and tied his pony. As he 
glanced at the other mounts tied 
there, a sharp indrawing of his 
breath indicated he had discovered 
something of interest. Two of the 
horses at the hitch rail were wet 
and hot, showing that they had re- 
cently been ridden hard. 

One was a pony belonging to Lew 
Thorne. The other was a big bay 
often used by Pete Garbitt, who 
posed as a stock buyer. 

Possibly Thorne and Garbitt had 
just ridden into town from some- 
where else and were innocent. But 
Dave had the feeling they were the 
men who had shot at him. They 
were as thick as thieves, he knew, 
but why they should try to kill him 


It was a dead evening 


he did not know. Surely, Thorne 
could not be aware of the deal Dave 
had made with Jake Siles. Even so, 
that was scarcely reason enough for 
cowardly assassination. 

There was some mystery about 
this which must be solved. Dave 
remembered that Tessie Lane, the 
restaurant waitress, was infatuated 
with Thorne, and might be aware of 
his comings and goings. Perhaps 
she would drop a hint which would 
explain this affair to Dave. So he 
sauntered down the street to the 
restaurant, instead of entering the 
saloon. 

Tessie Lane was sitting behind the 
counter reading. She tossed her 
paper aside and glanced up quickly, 
when the squeaking hinges of the 
screen door advertised Dave’s en- 
trance. She gave a startled excla- 
mation when she recognized him, her 
hands flew to her breast in a fluttery 
gesture, her eyes grew wide, and she 
was seized with a fit of nervousness. 
But Dave was climbing on a stool 
in front of the counter and did not 
notice her agitation. 

“Coffee and pie, Tessie,” he or- 
dered. ‘Make the pie raisin, and 
sweeten the coffee with a smile.” 

Tessie Lane, who had a reputation 
for caustic repartee, did not respond 
to this. pleasantry in her usual 
snappy manner. Voicelessly, she got 
pie and coffee and served him. She 
was staring at him as at a ghost, 
and now Dave noticed her manner. 

“Anything wrong with me?” he 
asked. “Youre actin’ like my hair 
was mussed or somethin’.” 

“Nothing’s wrong with you as far 
as I can see—not more so than 
usual,” she replied. “Just get into 
town?” 

“Yeah.” 


“Have a nice ride in? It’s cool 
this evening.” 
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ERE she was, trying to pump 
him, Dave thought as he 
took a bite of pie. She was 

eager to learn if anything unusual 
had happened to him along the trail. 
Well, he would oblige her and see 
how she liked it. 

“It’s cool in spots, and hot in 
other spots,” he informed her. “I 
stumbled into one spot that was 
pretty hot for a few minutes. There 
was some shootin’.” 

“Shooting? Oh! 
hurt?” 

“Never scratched me,” Dave said. 
“Anyhow, what do you care? I 
ain’t anything in your life.” 

“I mean—did you kill or hurt 
anybody? You’re supposed to be 
good with a gun.” 

Her anxiety was plain. Dave 
guessed Lew Thorne had been one 
of the men in the rocks, that the 
girl knew it, and seeing Dave here 
unharmed felt fear for Thorne. 

“So you're afraid maybe I’ve got 
some blood on my hands?” Dave 
asked. “No, I didn’t hit anybody. 
There were two hombres. They 
went ridin’ away fast.” 

“Who shot at you, Dave—and 
why?” 

“Well, Tessie, I reckon I can’t say 
for sure. ~Don’t know why any- 
body should shoot at me serious. 
Ain’t got any enemies as I know, nor 
any reason for havin’ any. Maybe 
they mistook me for somebody else.” 

“Yes, that may be it, Dave,” she 
agreed, too swiftly. “I’m glad you 
weren’t hurt.” 

“You seem downright interested, 
Tessie, and I reckon it’s flatterin’. 
Anybody’d think you were worried 
sick about me—or one of the oth- 
ers.” 

“One of the others? But how do 
I know who they were? Oh, it’s just 
that I hate to hear of any of you 


Was anybody 


boys having trouble and getting 
urt ” 


Dave decided it was time to 
change the subject if he did not 
want to make her suspicious. “You 
seen Billy Morgan?” he asked. “His 
father wants him home.” 

“He was in here to eat, about a 
couple of hours ago.” 

“He’s been hangin’ around town 
a lot lately, and it’s got his father 
worried. You know why?” 

She looked startled again, and 
Dave wondered why mention of 
Billy Morgan hanging around town 
should agitate her. 

“How should I know?” she asked. 
“T don’t keep track of everybody. 
I suppose he likes to loaf and play 
cards.” 

“Do you see much of Lew Thorne 
these days?” Dave asked, grinning. 

That question seemed to startle 
her, too. Almost everything seemed 
to startle Tessie Lane this evening. 

“Why, I generally see Lew when 
he comes to town,” she replied. 
“Why?” 

“Oh, I was only funnin’. I un- 
derstood you two were gettin’ right 
sweet on each other, but prob’ly it’s 
only a rumor.” 

“What makes you think it’s only 
a rumor?” she asked. 

“?’Cause it’s bein’ said around 
now that Lew and Letty Siles are 
eyin’ each other pretty strong these 
days.” 

“Oh, is it?” 

“Yeah,” said Dave. “Letty’ll 
probly have the big Double Tri- 
angle outfit for her own some day. 
That’d sure be somethin’ to set up 
housekeepin’ with.” 

He glanced up as he spoke, and 
saw both a glint of rage and tears 
in her eyes. So, Tessie Lane already 
was jealous of Letty Siles. Dave re- 
membered he had a romance to 
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smash, and thought he might be able 
to use Tessie. 

“Yes, that’d be something to start 
housekeeping with,” the girl agreed. 

“You know, Tessie, some cowboys 
like to have two ponies. They like 
to have a pretty, lively, flashy pony 
to play around with when they want 
to show off, and another to use when 
they want to get down to serious 
business. You think that over.” 

“Why should I?” 

“Well, Tessie, it’s like this— 
youre pretty and lively and flashy, 
I'd say.” 

She tossed up her head and glared 
at him. 

“Coffee and pie, ten cents!” she 
snapped. 

“And cheap at the price,” Dave 
assured her, as he put a coin on the 
counter. He slid off the stool, got 
out a sack of tobacco and crumpled 
cigarette paper, and began making 
a smoke. “That Letty Siles, now— 
she’s a right proud girl, I’m think- 
in’,” he hinted. 

“Ves?” 

“Yeah, indeed. She’s been livin’ 
in a city, and she maybe thinks she 
ought to have her pick of men out 
here in the wilderness ’thout any op- 
position.” 

“Oh, she does, does she?” » Tessie 
tossed Dave’s coin into the till and 
slammed it shut. 

“Prob'ly,” Dave said. “But, if 
she ever found that she was sharin’ 
the affections of a hombre with an- 
other girl, I’m bettin’ she’d send the 
hombre packin’ right off. She’d be 
too proud to stand it. That’s just a 
little tip, Tessie, in case you’re in- 
terested.” 

“And why are you so interested?” 
she snapped at him. 

“Me? Oh, I don’t like to see any 
man make a fool of a girl. And I 
like you, Tessie.” Dave’s face was 
innocent of guile as he spoke. 


“Letty Siles!” Tessie flared. 
“What’s she got that I haven’t?” 

“A rich uncle who’s goin’ to leave 
her a big ranch some day,” Dave re- 
plied. “Well, Tessie, I’ve got to be 
strollin’ along and find Billy Morgan 
and send him home. Any time I 
can help you, just say the word.” 
Dave lighted his cigarette and 
turned toward the door. 

“I may remember that,” Tessie 
Lane said. 


CHAPTER III. 
HEARD IN THE DARK. 


UT Dave was in no hurry to 
hunt for Billy Morgan. Tes- 


sie Lane had betrayed that 
she knew Lew Thorne to be one of 
the men who had attacked him. 
And he believed the girl would try 
to communicate with Thorne now, 
and tell him how Dave had acted 
and what he had said. 

If they held a conversation, Dave 
wanted to hear it. If Thorne and 
Garbitt were the men who had tried 
to kill him, he was interested in 
knowing why they desired his vio- 
lent demise. 

So, making sure that nobody was 
observing him, he sauntered out into 
the street and went to the corner of 
the restaurant and darted into the 
strip of darkness between the restau- 
rant and the building beside it. 

There he crouched behind an 
empty barrel to watch and listen. 
Almost immediately, the kitchen 
door of the restaurant was opened, 
and Tessie Lane emerged into the 
night through the streak of light. 

“Be back in a minute,” she called 
over her shoulder to the restaurant 
proprietor. 

Dave watched her go swiftly 
through the shadows to the rear 
door of the saloon, which was stand- 
ing open, and beckon somebody in- 
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side. A man came to the door and 
got her message. By the time Lew 
Thorne came out in answer to the 
word that the girl wanted to see 
him, Dave was behind a rock only 
a few feet away. The breeze carried 
their words to him. 

“Dave Carlen was in the restau- 
rant, Lew,” the girl reported. “He 
told me somebody tried to ambush 
him as he was riding to town—two 
men. From the way he talked, he 
thinks they mistook him for some- 
body else.” 

“That’s 
mented. 

“You don’t have to pretend with 
me, Lew. I know you and Pete 
Garbitt did it. I overheard you talk- 
ing outside the kitchen window late 
this afternoon, but didn’t get a 
chance to speak to you before you 
rode out of town. I wanted to stop 
you.” 

“Yeah, we went after him,” 
Thorne confessed. ‘We missed him 
first shot, and he came fightin’ back 
at us. We couldn’t run the risk of 
one of us bein’ hurt and showin’ up 
with a wound and him dead out 
there by the road, so we fanned 
away. But we'll get him!” 

“Lew, do you realize what you're 
saying? That you tried to kill a 


7? 


man! 

“Tried to kill a hired spy for the 
Cattlemen’s Association, you mean,” 
he corrected. “That’s what Dave 
Carlen is.” 


funny,” Thorne com- 


“You must be wrong, Lew. Hew 
o 


been working for the Circle M about 
three years.” 

“That’s their scheme. The asso- 
ciation’s got men _ scattered all 
around under cover, pretendin’ to 
work on regular jobs, while they do 
their spyin’. We got a tip there’s 
an association man in this neighbor- 
hood, and he can’t be anybody but 


area We’ve checked over every- 
od 

“What makes you think so, Lew?” 

“A year ago, when the Dale gang 
was run down, it was Carlen, ridin’ 
with the posse, who stumbled on 
their hide-out. The time of the mine 
pay-roll holdup, it was Carlen saw 
the hombres and gave good descrip- 
tions and help land’m. And the 
gang that came across the border 
to rustle stock—I suppose it was an 
accident that Carlen led the posse 
straight over the hills in the right 
place to cut their trail.” 

“Tt does look suspicious,” 
mitted. 

“And him workin’ for an old, 
broken-down cow outfit like the 
Circle M, when he’s a top hand and 
could get into almost any bunk 
house! Not so many to watch him 
there, that’s why. And now—him 
leavin’ the Circle M and goin’ to 
work for the Double Triangle, ten 
miles nearer the border, at this time! 
What more proof do you want? It’s 
him or _ us!” 

“Oh, Lew, I wish this never had 
started, Let’s get out of it.” 

“Too late to get out now,” he 
said. “You know what they’d do to 
us if we tried to back out? We'd be 


she ad- 


-found somewhere full of bullets 


99 


and: 


“Oh, don’t, Lew!” 

“And who wants to back out? i 
thought you were the kind of girl 
who'd stick to a man. Don’t you 
want to have a lot of money, and 
be married to me and livin’ like a 
queen down in Mexico?” 

“That’s the only reason I’m help- 
ing in this, Lew.” 

“Don’t interfere, then. Forget 
you know anything about this. It’s 
none of your business. Your busi- 
ness is to play post office and pass 
along messages.” 
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“Yes, Lew. The letter you gave 
me for Juan Sanchez es 

“I know, he hasn’t come for it. 
He'll prob’ly be in this evenin’. Be 
sure he gets that letter, ‘cause it’s 
important. I can’t be seen talkin’ 
to Sanchez—it might make folks 
suspicious.” 

In the faint light, Dave could see 
the girl step closer to Lew Thorne 
and clutch his arm. 

“You won’t ever change your 
mind, will you, Lew—about us, I 
mean?” she asked. “Sometimes, I 
get to worrying about that. They’re 
saying that you and Letty Siles 
are——” 

“So you're jealous!” he inter- 
rupted. “And of Letty Siles!” 

“But you may get the idea of 
marrying her instead of me, and get- 
ting the Double Triangle some day.” 

“Have some sense!” he snapped. 
“You know Jake Siles don’t like me 
much. And that tough old hombre 
will live for twenty years yet. I’d 
have to wait a long time to cash in. 
I want my money and fun while I’m 
young and can enjoy’m.” 

“Sometimes I get afraid, Lew— 
about this business. If anything 
goes wrong: ro 

“There ain’t anything to be afraid 
of. Nobody suspects anything ’less 
it’s Dave Carlen, and we'll ’tend to 
him before he learns too much. Stop 
worryin’, and do your part. You'd 
better get back to the restaurant. 
Sanchez may be comin’.” 


HORNE went back into the 

saloon, and Tessie Lane hur- 

ried to the rear door of the 
restaurant and let herself in. Care- 
fully, Dave retreated until he was at 
a safe distance. 

Well, he’d heard something! So 
he was a secret agent for the Cattle- 
men’s Association! He was a blood- 
hound of the range, and as such had 


been marked for death. Now he 
knew why an attempt had been 
made to ambush him. 

What he had heard astounded 
him. Plainly, Lew Thorne had 
turned bad. He and Pete Garbitt 
and others were planning some dev- 
iltry which they hoped would mean 
easy money for them, and it was 
something of such magnitude that 
they would not hesitate to murder 
anybody who threatened the success 
of their plans. And Tessie Lane was 
playing post office. 

Dave decided he might be inter- 
ested in the letter Thorne had told 
the girl to give to Juan Sanchez. 
The latter was a villainous indi- 
vidual, who lived somewhere in the 
hills and was suspected of many 
felonies. He visited Smoky Gulch 
and other towns at times, but if he 
could help it his visits never coin- 
cided with those of the sheriff or any 
of his deputies. 

Dave wondered where they had 
got the idea he was working for the 
association. He had been connected 
innocently with the events Thorne 
had mentioned to the girl. About 
all Dave knew of the association was 
that it existed. 

But, since they did have the idea, 
he was in deadly peril. If he told 
them they were mistaken, they 
would not believe him. They would 
wonder how he knew they suspected 
him. He could not explain he had 
learned it by spying and listening. 
That certainly would convince them 
he was an agent. 

“Well, dog-gone!” he growled. 
“This here is a mess. Just have to 
battle it out, I reckon. I started out 
to bust up a romance——” 

That started him thinking again. 
If Lew Thorne was turning bad, 
how did he expect to profit by win- 
ning the heart of Jake Siles’s niece? 
Siles. would not let her marry a law- 
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breaker, and would cut her out of 
his will if she did. And Letty Siles 
might be foolishly romantic, but she 
was not the type to cast everything 
aside and live in a bandits’ cave in 
the Mexican hills for any man. 

Lew Thorne seemed to be playing 
two games, and Dave could not un- 
derstand the situation. He could 
only keep on guard for the present, 
until he learned more. He didn’t 
intend to let himself be shot down 
like a coyote. Life hadn’t given him 
many beds of roses, but he was sat- 
isfied enough with it to want to live 
on for many years more. 

The letter Tessie Lane had for 
Juan Sanchez—that might explain a 
lot to him. Under the circum- 
stances, Dave thought he had a right 
to collect all the information he 
could. Since he was accused of be- 
ing a range detective, he would have 
the fun of playing he was one. 

He went carefully behind the row 
of buildings until he was beyond the 
restaurant and in a dark spot from 
which he could watch without being 
seen. He made himself as com- 
fortable as possible and waited. He 
had not been there longer than ten 
minutes when a rider came loping 
into town off the west trail. 

As the horseman passed through a 
streak of moonlight, Dave recog- 
nized him as Juan Sanchez whom he 
had seen several times before. San- 
chez approached cautiously and 
stopped at the hitch rail beside the 
blacksmith shop, and tied his horse 
there in the darkness. 

He made a swift reconnaissance of 
street and plaza, then shuffled up the 
street, his thumbs hooked into his 
belt above his guns, glancing at the 
horses at the hitch rails, looking into 
the store, listening a moment near 
the door of the saloon. Evidently 
satisfied there was no danger, he en- 
tered the restaurant. 


Dave slipped through the shad- 
ows to a new position from which 
he could watch through the restau- 
rant window. Sanchez got upon a 
stool and seemed to be giving Tes- 
sie Lane an order. She disappeared 
into the kitchen and returned in 
time with a platter of ham and eggs. 

The bulky, swarthy man from the 
hills wolfed down the food. Dave 
saw Tessie take his coffee cup to re- 
fill it. As she replaced the cup be- 
side him, she slipped Sanchez an en- 
velope, which he thrust into his coat 
pocket. 

That was all Dave needed to 
know. He darted back through the 
shadows to the hitch rail where San- 
chez had left his horse. The animal 
was tied with a slipknot which 
could be jerked free easily. Dave 
tied the reins anew in the toughest 
knot he could fashion. 


ETREATING to the corner 

of the blacksmith shop, he 

waited in the darkness. He 

saw Juan Sanchez swagger out of 

the restaurant, glance around, take 

the envelope from his pocket and a 

sheet of paper from the envelope, 

and seem to be reading in the light 

which streamed through the restau- 
rant window. 

Stuffing envelope and paper into 
his coat pocket, Sanchez turned to- 
ward his horse. When he stopped 
at the hitch rail, he was within a 
few feet of where Dave Carlen was 
crouching. He jerked at the reins, 
growled in annoyance when they did 
not come free. The horse pulled 
back, and Sanchez berated him and 
tugged violently on the reins again. 

His body bent and tensed, Dave 
inched forward on tiptoe. He knew 
the peril he would face if he at- 
tacked and failed. Juan Sanchez 
was an outlaw and killer, and would 
make only one answer to an attack 
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on him. He was a giant of a man, 
and his nerves were as sensitive to 
the presence of danger as those of a 
hunted wild animal. 

In the instant when Sanchez’s at- 
tention was occupied with the horse, 
Dave sprang forward and struck vi- 
ciously with his heavy gun. The 
blow cracked against the side of 
Sanchez’s head. Before the outlaw 
could turn or reach for a weapon, 
Dave struck out again. Sanchez 
groaned, reeled, and collapsed to the 
ground at Dave’s feet without know- 
ing his assailant. 

Shpping his gun back into its 
holster, Dave knelt. beside the un- 
conscious man, explored his pocket, 
and got the sheet of paper. Hurry- 
ing around the corner of the shop, 
he got behind a water barrel and 
struck. a match. 

He found words scrawled on the 
paper, and read: 


Herd in south canyon by Tuesday. Bet- 
ter make it Tuesday night. We'll take 
care of the nighthawks. Meet as we ar- 
ranged. Dance in Smoky Gulch on Satur- 
day night. Last information then. Prob- 
ably no change in plans.. 


Dave struck a second match and 
read the unsigned scrawl again so 
that he would remember it, then hur- 
ried back to his victim. Sanchez 
was still stretched on the ground un- 
conscious. Dave put the piece of 
paper back into the outlaw’s pocket 
and got away. - 

So, that was it! It did not take 
a master mind to understand what 
was being planned. The gang was 
going to run off somebody’s herd 
and get it across the border, where 
there was always an illicit market, 
and the herd’s night guards would 
be put out of the way so that they 
could not interfere. 

Dave realized that this thing was 
getting big. He had valuable in- 


formation to give somebody. He 
also realized that he would be in 
deadly peril if they suspected he had 
that information. But he was in 
deadly peril already, since they be- 
lieved he was an agent for the asso- 
ciation. 

Thorne or Garbitt might hesitate 
to shoot him down unless they could 
do it without being detected, or 
could make it look like a case of self- 
defense. But Juan Sanchez, a 
known outlaw and killer already on 
the run from officers, would not hesi- 
tate to remove violently, at any 
time, a man who stood between him 
and a fat profit. 

As he dodged through the shad- 
ows and got on the walk, Dave de- 
cided he would protect himself, wait, 
and tell everything to Jake Siles 
when he got to the Double Triangle 
in the morning. And, if he wished 
to avoid suspicion now, it was time 
for him to show himself in the sa- 
loon. 


CHAPTER IV. 
NARROW ESCAPE. 


AVE drifted along the street, 
D dropped into the store long 
enough to buy a sack of 
smoking tobacco and pay a bill he 
owed, then entered the saloon to 
stop at the head of the bar and 
yawn. There was nothing in his 
manner to indicate that he had 
smashed a man on the head and 
read an incriminating document. 
“Howdy, hombres!” he greeted. 
“Howdy, Dave!” somebody called. 
Dave glanced around the room. 
About a dozen men were in the 
place. He frowned slightly when he 
saw Billy Morgan playing poker 
with Thorne, Garbitt and Clem 
Jones—the latter being the middle- 
aged man who had left the Double 
Triangle to work for the Smoky 
Gulch blacksmith. 
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Dave knew the _ inexperienced 
Billy Morgan had no business in a 
poker game with Thorne and Gar- 
bitt, though Clem Jones was honest 
enough. The boy would be losing 
and getting into debt, possibly was 
in debt already, and he had no 
money with which to pay poker 
losses, nor did his father. 

“Billy, your dad wants you to 
scoot for home, pronto,” Dave an- 
nounced. “I didn’t break my neck 
tellin’ you, you'll notice—had some- 
thin’ to eat and went to the store 
first. I know how a youngster likes 
to play around town.” 

“Aw, heck!” Billy Morgan sat 
back from the table. His face was 
flushed, and Dave knew the boy had 
been drinking too much. He was a 
stripling traveling that dangerous 
stretch of country between boyhood 
and manhood where pitfalls are nu- 
merous. “Dad makes me _ sick! 
Thinks I’m still a baby!” 

“If you're a baby, you’ve sure got 
a couple of peculiar nurses,” Dave 
said. He glanced at Thorne and 
Garbitt. 

“What do you mean by that?” 
Thorne snapped. 

“You’d prob’ly feed him squirrel 
whisky for milk and give him a deck 
of cards for a rattle.” 

“So you don’t like us?” Pete Gar- 
bitt asked, his face inscrutable. 

“Me, I ain’t ever thought about 
it enough to decide,’ Dave told 
him. 

He looked straight at Pete Gar- 
bitt, a man of about forty, who sel- 
dom smiled. Little was known of 
him around Smoky Gulch except 
that he bought and sold a few 
cattle. But his profits from those 
deals were scarcely large enough to 
furnish him the money he often 
spent lavishly. 

Dave saw that Thorne and Gar- 
bitt had their nerves keyed to the 


snapping point. They were watch- 
ing him closely, and Thorne had 
dropped his right hand to his belt, 
where it hovered above his gun. 

Dave felt a queer sensation as 
he looked at these men who had 
tried to take his life. He had an 
urge to denounce them and start 
trouble. But he fought off the feel- 
ing, deciding that it would be better 
to wait. 

“T understand that you’re goin’ to 
work for us out at the Double Tri- 
angle,” Thorne told him. “Sudden 
change, ain’t it?” 

“[’'m goin’ to work for Mr. Jake 
Siles, not for ‘us,’ Dave corrected. 

“Gosh, I'll miss you, Dave!” Billy 
Morgan said. 

Dave grinned at him. “Yeah, you 
will, ‘specially around chore time.” 

“When are you ridin’ out to the 
ranch?” Thorne asked. He betrayed 
an undue eagerness to know. 

“Oh, come daylight, I reckon! 
Haven’t been in town for some time, 
and want to have a little fling. 
Then, there’s another reason I’m not 
ridin’ out to-night. It might be dan- 
gerous. Somebody shot at me as I 
was comin’ to town—two men.” 

Dave’s manner was normal as he 
spoke. He was rolling a cigarette 
and holding himself in check with 
difficulty. 

“Shot at you?” Billy Morgan 
cried. 

“Yeah, tried to ambush me. 
Maybe they made a mistake in their 
man,” Dave said. “That’s the only 
way I can account for it. But they 
may make the same mistake again 
and not miss. So, travelin’ by day- 
light is safer for me.” 

“Shot at you? That’s funny!” 
Garbitt said. 

“It wasn’t any screamin’ joke to 
me. I’ve got my ideas regardin’ a 
cowardly skunk of an ambusher, 
and they ain’t very flatterin’. The 


The Romance Buster 27 


hombres rode like blazes when I 
started after °em. Didn’t have the 
nerve to stand and fight it out. But 
ambushers are bound to be cow- 
ards.” 

That was pouring it into them. 
Pete Garbitt’s face grew almost 
purple with suppressed wrath and 
Lew Thorne’s eyes blazed angrily. 

“You got any idea who did it, 
Dave?” Billy Morgan asked. “If 
you have, let’s go after’m.” 

“Oh, I reckon I can ’tend to it 
myself,” Dave replied. “Whoever 
they were, they didn’t have any rea- 
son to start gunnin’ for me, what- 
ever they might think, and they'll be 
damned fools if they try it again, 
now that I’m on watch. I ’tend to 
my own business and like to see oth- 
ers do the same.” 

Thorne and Garbitt glanced at 
each other swiftly, but said nothing. 
Dave realized he had made an error. 
The words he had spoken had made 
him appear a man trying to throw 
aside suspicion. 

“You'd better be pullin’ out and 
headin’ for home, Billy,” he said, 
quickly. “With me off the place 
there'll be more chores for you to 
do in the mornin’. Be sure you keep 
an eye on that colt with the cut 
leg.” 

“Yeah, sure! Bat Dave, ain’t you 
goin’ to do anything at all *bout 
them skunks who tried to shoot you 
up? You just goin’ to let it pass?” 

“Til be keepin’ my eyes and ears 
open.’ 

That had been a foolish remark, 
Dave thought as soon as he had 
spoken. Keeping his eyes and ears 
open—that was detective talk. If 
he kept on that way, he’d convince 
them beyond all doubt that he was 
an association man. 

“Course, I’ve got some ideas about 
it,” he continued. “But I’m willin’ 
to consider that the hombres made 


a mistake in their man. If they 
keep on makin’ mistakes, maybe 
they'll be sorry. Bein’ shot at for 
neta makes my trigger finger 
itch.” 

He ceased speaking as he noticed 
those at the poker table suddenly 
staring at the open front door. Dave 
turned to investigate the cause of 
their interest. Juan Sanchez had 
lurched in from the street. Blood 
was on his head and trickling down 
one side of his face, and that face 
was a working picture of rage. 

Sanchez stopped at the head of 
the bar and gestured to the man be- 
hind it, and the latter put out bottle 
and glass. Sanchez poured himself 
a huge drink and gulped it down 
while those in the room watched him 
silently. He grimaced and sput- 
tered, wiped his lips with the back 
of a grimy hand, stood away from 
the bar and half bent forward as he 
scanned those in the saloon. 

His eyes gleamed as he spoke: 

“I’ve been pistol-whipped from 
behind, and I’m lookin’ for the 
skunk who did it!” 

Dave pretended astonishment as 
the others revealed it in sincerity. 
He was standing in such a_ position 
that he could see Thorne and Gar- 
bitt, and did not miss the quick 
glances they exchanged. 

“How’s that, Sanchez?” Thorne 
asked. 

“T was at the hitch rail by the 
smith shop, and somebody sneaked 
up behind me in the dark and 
knocked me down. Never got a 
sight of him, even. I’m tookin’ for 
that hombre.” 

“Why’d he do it?” Thorne asked. 
“Didn't rob you, did he?” 

“Nothin’ missin’,” Sanchez re- 
plied. “Got a little money on me, 
and it wasn’t touched. He went 
through my pockets, though. Rea- 
son I know that, I had an envelope 
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and a letter in my coat pocket. 
Found it when I woke up, only the 
letter was in the other pocket. Who- 
ever did it stuck the letter back, I 
reckon.” 

A look of alarm passed between 
Thorne and Garbitt, and was re- 
layed to Juan Sanchez. He gulped 
another big drink and walked for- 
ward along the bar. 

“How long ago?” Thorne asked. 

“Prob’ly some little time. Don’t 
know how long I was out.” 

‘We've all been here in the saloon, 
playin’ cards and fussin’ around, for 
an hour or more,” Garbitt said. 
“Ain’t anybody been in or out.” 

“Except me,” Dave put in, beat- 
ing them to it. “I came into the 
saloon just a short time ago. I'd 
been in the restaurant and store be- 
fore that. You don’t think I did it, 
do you, Sanchez?” 

“Don’t know why you should, but 
maybe you did,” the outlaw replied. 
“Any strangers around town?” 

“Nope. It’s a quiet night,” 
Thorne replied. “No man’d smash 
you down for nothin’, I reckon, less 
he had a grudge against you. If 
you'd been robbed, we could under- 
stand it. Maybe he searched you 
and missed the money.” 

“Tt was right in my pocket, and 
he couldn’t have missed it,” Sanchez 
declared. “Must have been after 
somethin’ else, or just wanted to 
smash me. If he’s still in town, I’m 
goin’ to find him. I’m pretty sure 
*twas a gun he hit me with. Cuts 
on my head make it look that way. 
Might find a trace of blood or hair 
on his gun. So I’m inspectin’ guns!” 

As he finished speaking, Juan 
Sanchez whipped out his own two 
guns and deftly covered all in the 
room, motioning them to get to the 
bar. Slowly, they obeyed, hands in 
the air. Dave moved toward the 
bar with the others, Billy Morgan 


on one side of him and Clem Jones 
on the other. 

And Dave had a moment of panic. 
He remembered that he had thrust 
his gun back into its holster quickly 
after striking Juan Sanchez down, 
in his haste to get the letter and 
read it. And, in all probability, 
there were traces of blood on the 
gun. 

His eyes met those of Clem Jones 
an instant, and he saw a peculiar 
expression in Jones’s face, a sort of 
questioning look, and something 
made Dave indicate by a slight nod 
his head that he was the guilty man. 
He could not have explained to him- 
self why he did it. It was a voice- 
less appeal for help. 

“Sanchez, this here ain’t friendly,” 
Clem Jones said. “All of us have 
been in the saloon, like Garbitt told 
you, except Dave Carlen, and he 
wouldn’t have any reason for smash- 
in’ you.” 

“Oh, let him examine our guns 
and satisfy himself!” Thorne said. 

“Tt’s all right with me, Sanchez,” 
Dave put in, to throw suspicion 
aside. “But maybe nobody hit 
you. Maybe your horse wheeled 
and kicked. 

“I know when Im _pistol- 
whipped,” Sanchez snarled in inter- 
ruption. “And I ain’t trustin’ any- 
body. Not anybody!” He glanced 
particularly at Thorne and Garbitt. 

So, Dave thought, Juan Sanchez 
was not certain but what one of his 
partners in crime had struck him 
down, perhaps in an effort to kill 
him without shooting and making a 
noise. He may think that they were 
trying to eliminate him from their 
scheme and avoid cutting the profits 
so many ways, now that he had 
aided them in making plans. 

Sanchez holstered one of his guns 
and stepped up to the first man in 
line, holding one gun in his left hand 
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and taking the other’s weapon out 
of its holster with his right, to ex- 
amine it. He gave it a glance and 
thrust it back, and went on to the 
second man. 

“Some funny things happenin’ 
hereabouts,’ Dave said. He was 
near the end of the line and had 
plenty of time to talk and think. 
“Sanchez says he was smashed down, 
and I was ambushed on my way to 
town this evenin’. Seems to me 
somebody’s runnin’ wild hereabouts 
and better be tamed.” 

“Yeah?” Sanchez examined an- 
other gun. “If there’s any funny 
business, I’m goin’ to learn about it. 
No man can pistol-whip me!” 

As he continued along the line and 
found no evidence, Juan Sanchez be- 
came careless, as Dave had hoped 
he would. There was no growling 
in protest, no hint of opposition, and 
Sanchez was lulled to the belief that 
all these men were innocent. Dave 
noticed that his left hand holding 
the gun had relaxed, that Sanchez 
was in a measure off guard. 

Billy Morgan swayed forward a 
foot or so and half turned with his 
hands in the air so Sanchez could 
reach the gun in his holster. For 
an instant, his body was between 
Dave and the outlaw. Dave dropped 
his right hand swiftly, intending to 
get his gun out and get the drop on 
Sanchez. He felt Clem Jones move 
beside him—and felt a gun thrust 
into his hand before he could draw 
his own. 

Clem Jones had guessed, then, and 
had come to the rescue. Dave 
caught Sanchez off guard as Billy 
Morgan swayed backward again. A 
swift move, and he had jammed the 
muzzle of the gun he held against 
the outlaw’s ribs. 

“Drop your gun and put ’em up!” 
Dave barked. 

He thrust with the muzzle again, 


and Juan Sanchez grunted and 

dropped the gun, and Dave whirled 

Hee around so his back was to the 
ar. 

“You other hombres keep back!” 
Dave snapped, as Thorne and Gar- 
bitt started forward. “Keep ’em out 
of the way, Billy! You, too, Jones!” 

“What’s all this?” Sanchez 
barked. “You’ve got a nerve to 
even——” 

“And you’ve got a nerve to come 
in here and make gents stick up their 
hands, and look at their guns—you, 
a wanted man!” Dave howled at 
him. “Who do you think you are? 
How do we know anybody smashed 
you on the head? Maybe you're 
workin’ a game to stick us up, and 
the saloon, too. You’ve always 
been treated right in this town, pro- 
tected in fact. And you come here 
and Ss 

“You're buildin’ up trouble for 
yourself!’ Sanchez snarled. 

“Yeah? Get his other gun, Billy. 
That’s it! Step back, now. San- 
chez, keep your hands up and march 
out of here! Get on your horse and 
ride! And don’t be comin’ around 
Smoky Gulch again, since you can’t 
behave yourself!” 

“Are you tryin’ to order me out 
of town?” Sanchez howled. 

“T’m lettin’ you go, ’stead of hold- 
in’ you here and sendin’ for the sher- 
iff, and I hope you appreciate it.” 

“You other gents ” Sanchez 
started. 

“These other gents ain’t takin’ 
any cards in this game,” Dave inter- 
rupted, quickly. “Why should any 
of ’em help an outlaw like you? 
Make it look mighty bad for ’em if 
they did, I reckon.” 

He was making it impossible for 
Thorne or Garbitt to help Sanchez 
in front .of the others. He almost 
grinned when he saw the expressions 
on their faces. 
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? 


“T won’t be forgettin’ this! 
chez growled. 

“You can look me up about it 
any time you like, but right now 
you're leavin’ town unarmed,” Dave 
told him. “March out that door and 
get goin’. I’m expectin’ law-abidin’ 
gents to come along and see the end 
of this.” __ 

Some of them did, notably Clem 
Jones and Billy Morgan. Sanchez 
stumbled out into the street with 
Dave a couple of feet behind him, 
and the others crowding around. 
They marched down the street to 
where Sanchez’s horse was tied. 

sates in your saddle and get go- 

n”!” Dave ordered. “You may be 
a Biisd man to the sheriff, but you’re 
only a nuisance to me. Comin’ 
around here and makin’ hombres put 
up their hands and have their guns 
examined! That’s what Smoky 
Gulch gets for treatin’ you decent.” 

Dave had noticed Thorne and 
Garbitt trying to flash messages to 
Sanchez, trying to talk with their 
eyes and hands. He supposed San- 
chez would stop out on the trail and 
wait for one or both of them to join 
him, and that plans would be made 
for the immediate removal of one 
Dave Carlen. After this, they 
would be more certain than before 
that he was an agent for the asso- 
ciation. And they would think he 
had read that letter and put it back 
into Sanchez’s pocket. 

There had been nothing he could 
do except act as he had. If San- 
chez had taken Dave’s gun from its 
holster and had found traces of 


San- 


blood on it, his own gun would have 


blasted Dave’s life from his body. 

Sanchez howled threats, cursed 
and rode. The group turned back 
toward the saloon. Unobserved, 
Dave slipped Jones’s gun back to 
him. He had not been canal to 
draw his own. 


Billy Morgan was striding along 
beside him, but there was something 
queer in his manner, and Dave no- 
ticed it. When they came to the 
hitch rail, Billy growled a low “good 
night” and went to get his pony and 
start home. : 

“That was a right pretty move 
you made, Carlen,’ Thorne said. 
“But why did you do it? Sanchez 
will be gunnin’ for you now. He 
won’t ever overlook this. Pretty 
touchy about havin’ your gun ex- 
amined, wasn’t you? Maybe you're 
the man who smashed him.” 

“Why sliould I smash him?” Dave 
asked. ‘Maybe the same hombres 
smashed him as shot at me out on 
the trail. You think that’s possible? 
You heard him say he hadn’t been 
robbed. Maybe some old enemy of 
his caught him off guard and got in 
a grudge smash.” 

“He may be comin’ back,” Pete 
Garbitt said. “You took his guns 
away, but he may have one cached 
out of town. Or he might meet 
somebody and grab a gun and come 
rushin’ back. You'd better lay low, 
Carlen.” 

“Better mount and hit for the 
ranch,” Thorne added. “He won’t 
be expectin’ you to do that, and you 
can dodge him.” 

“Whatever gave you the idea that 
I’m wantin’ to dodge him?” Dave 
asked. “I’m obliged to you hom- 
bres for doin’ so much worryin’ 
about me. Shows a friendly spirit. 
But I won’t be ridin’ out to the 
Double Triangle till dawn.” 


CHAPTER V. 
DAVE GIVES ADVICE. 


HEY played poker for about 
an hour, with Dave sitting 
with his back to the wall and 


in such a position that he could 
watch both front and rear doors. 
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But. Juan Sanchez did not return to 
earry out any murderous intent. 

At the end of an hour, Lew 
Thorne yawned and said he was go- 
ing to ride out to the ranch, since 
he had chores to do in the morning. 

“Better ride along with me, Car- 
len,” Thorne said. — 

“I’m stayin’ in town,” Dave re- 
plied. “If you see Juan Sanchez 
waitin’ beside the trail, give him my 
best. Tell him I prefer bein’ shot 
at in daylight.” 

Thorne departed. Pete Garbitt, 
who had an adobe shack in town, 
retired to it. Dave got his pony 
at the hitch rail and went cautiously 
down the street, keeping in the dark 
spots as much as possible, pretend- 
ing to go to the stable to put up his 
mount. 

But he went past the stable, 
mounted and rode slewly and as 
noiselessly as possible a distance 
from the town, turned off the road 
in a coulee, picketed his pony, and 
rolled in his blankets to sleep. 

He was awake shortly before 
dawn, put saddle and bridle on the 
pony, and started for the Double 
Triangle. He covered the five miles 
in good time and without being mo- 
lested, thinking as he rode. 

Thorne, Garbitt, and now San- 
chez, thought he was officially con- 
cerned in their affairs. No doubt, 
Thorne had met Sanchez on the trail 
the night before and had told his 
suspicions, and they perhaps guessed 
that Dave had read the letter and 
thrust it back into the outlaw’s 
pocket. That there would be an im- 
mediate plot to kill him, Dave did 
not doubt. 

But he betrayed no anxiety as he 
reached the Double Triangle, turned 
his pony into the corral, and threw 
his blanket roll on a bunk in the 
bunk house and washed up for 
breakfast. He ate with the Double 


Triangle punchers in the cook 
shack. Lew Thorne nodded to him, 
but said nothing of the events of the 
night before. 

‘Dave went to the big house after 
a decent interval, and Jake Siles m- 
vited him into his office room. 

“What I’ve got to tell you!” Dave 
said. He told everything, starting 
with the ambush and ending with 
Juan Sanchez riding from Smoky 
Gulch. Jake Siles chewed a cigar 
and listened, his jaws set and his 
eyes narrow. When he had finished, 
Dave beamed and relaxed in his 
chair and waited for approval. 

“You,” Jake Siles told him, 
loco.” 

“How’s that?” Dave gasped. 

“What'd I hire you for?” 

“To bust up the love affair tween 
Letty and Lew Thorne.” 

“T did! I told you, too, that noth- 
in’ was to stop you doin’ that—not 
even floods, earthquakes or wars. 
And ’stead of plannin’ how to do it, 
you. spend your time gettin’ mixed 
up in ambushes and with outlaws, 
and all that truck.” | 

“Well, I'll be danged!” Dave ex- 
ploded. “How could I help it? I 
got shot at, didn’t I? Wanted to 
find out why, didn’t I? Here I bring 
you news about a gang goin’ to run 
off somebody’s herd 

“It’s prob’ly my herd of fancy 
stock, ’cause it’s bein’ collected in 
that south canyon,” Jake Siles inter- 
rupted. “But I’m more concerned 
right now in you doin’ what I hired 
you to do.” 

“Tt’s you who're loco,” Dave told 
him, bluntly. “You want to bust 
up this romance, don’t you? Well, 
dang it, won’t it be busted up fine 
if Lew Thorne gets caught rustlin’. 
Be busted forever, I reckon, if he’s 
shot or stretched up with a rope.” 

“And Letty gom’ around after- 
ward swearm’ he was imnocent,” 


“are 
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Jake Siles said. “That’s what'd 
happen. I want her cured of him, 
dang it! I want her to know he’s 
no good before it ever comes out 
that he’s mixin’ in a bad deal. You 
keep your hands off everything else 
and do what I hired you for.” 

“Yeah?” 

“And stop that ‘yeah’!” 

“Think I’m goin’ to run around 
grinnin’ and wait for ’em to shoot 
me?” Dave demanded. “You're for- 
gettin’ that they think I’m an asso- 
ciation man.’ 


“I know you ain’t, so it’s O. K.” 


“Maybe you'd like to go to them 
and convince ’em [I ain’t,” Dave 
said. “You ain’t reasonable. I’ve 
got a notion to throw up this job.” 

“You get busy doin’ what I hired 
you for, and forget everything else,” 
Siles said. “I'll take care of this 
other business.” 

“Tl take care of myself, if any- 
body as much as bats an eye at me,” 
Dave threatened. “I’m for leavin’ 
them alone if they leave me alone. 
But they won’t do it. Everything 
I’ve had to say or do makes ’em 
think ’m——” 

“About this here romance busi- 
ness,” Siles interrupted, “you got 
any plans?” 

“T ain’t had time to think about 
any. Don’t you understand, cuss it, 
that one of your punchers has joined 
hands with Garbitt and Sanchez and 
his outlaws to run away with your 
herd? Can’t you get it through your 
head that a lot of folks are mixed 
up in it? Don’t you understand that 
there——” 

“The boys’ll be goin’ about their 
work,” Siles interrupted again. 
“You drift down to the bunk house 
and tell the foreman I said for you 
to wait around for special orders. 
T’ll be along later with Letty. I’ve 
fixed it for Lew Thorne to be kept 
at the ranch mendin’ harness.” 


“All right!” Dave said. ‘“Person- 
ally, I think you’re out of your 
mind. Here I risk my life findin® 
out about a plot to run off your 
herd, and you ain’t even excited.” 

“T ain’t been excited about it for 
more’n a week,” Jake Siles replied. 
“T was at first.” 

“You mean you knew about it?” 

“I’ve known every move they’ve 
made,” Siles said. “They’re bein’ 
watched. The only news you gave 
me was about that letter, fixin’ the 
thing for Tuesday night, and I'd 
prob’ly known about that before to- 
night. Them hombres _ thinkin’ 
you're the association man—that’s 
funny!” 

“Then there is an association man 
around here, huh, and you know 
him?” 

Jake Siles reached for a fresh 
cigar. “You remember why I hired 
you!” he snapped. “’Tend to that 
and nothin’ else. Get goin’, now!” 

AVE went from the house 
sorely puzzled. He walked 
down to the bunk house and 


found the foreman and said Siles had 
told him to wait around for special 
orders. Lew Thorne was close 
enough to overhear that. And Dave 
realized that his words had only 
strengthened Thorne’s belief in him 
being a range detective. 

Another thing puzzled him. If 
Jake Siles had known for a week or 
so that Thorne was turning bad, 
why did he bother to hire somebody 
to break up that romance? It 
would be broken automatically. 
Thorne either would be shot, cap- 
tured and strung up, or get away 
into Mexico. And, in any case, how 
could the romance be culminated? 

Dave did not understand women, 
as Siles had said. He did not see 
that it would save Letty’s pride if 
she decided Lew was worthless be- 
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fore his perfidy was disclosed. She 
would not be-hurt so much if she 
had turned from Thorne in disgust 
before the world knew him for what 
he was. She would have the satis- 
faction that she had judged the man 
correctly. 


Dave put his scant belongings in ~ 


a locker, changed his shirt and 
socks, and strolled down to the cor- 
ral to have a word with his pony. 
Lew Thorne was mending harness 
on a bench near the corral gate, and 
two other men were trying to mope 
a wild colt. 

Jake Siles emerged from the Ronee 
with Letty, and they walked beneath 
the trees toward the corral. Dave 
pretended not to see their approach. 
Leaning on the fence, he watched 
the men with the ropes.  Siles 
stopped to say something to Thorne, 
and the girl stayed by Dave’s side. 

“Good morning, Dave,” she 
greeted. “I’m glad you’ve come to 
work for us.” 

He turned to face her, removed 
his hat and made a slight bow. 
He gulped at the sight she presented. 
Letty Siles was dressed in loose 
blouse, riding breeches and boots. 
She was tall, lithe, graceful, and her 
smile warmed a man’s heart. 

Lew Thorne must be i insane, Dave 
thought. If he could win such a 
girl, with or without an inheritance, 
he was a plain fool not to settle 
down and be decent and worthy of 
her. She was worth a hundred of 
Tessie Lane, worth more than any 
success a man could have following 
the outlaw trail. 

Since he was determined to put 
himself outside the law, Dave won- 
dered why Thorne bothered with the 
girl at all. He never could take her 
with him beyond the law’s limits. 
Perhaps he only wanted the egotis- 
tical satisfaction of knowing that he 
could make her fall in love with him. 


It occurred to Dave, too, that 
Thorne might be pretending a deep 
interest in the girl only to throw 
suspicion aside. Nobody would 
think he was planning to steal Jake 
Siles’s herd if he had a chance of 
winning Siles’s niece. 

“That hombre’s up to somethin’ 
double crooked,” Dave mused, as he 
shook hands with Letty and glanced 
beyond her at Thorne. “He's 
double-crossin’ somebody. I’m goin’ 
to keep my eyes on this business, no 
matter what Jake Siles says.” 

Letty was speaking again: “You'll 
like it here on the Double Triangle, 
Dave. You'll feel at home. We'll 
do our best to make it like that. 
Just for coming to the Double Tri- 
angle, I'll save you a waltz at the 
dance in town Saturday night.” 


“Thanks,” Dave said. “That’ll be 
somethin?!” 

“You know all our boys, don’t 
you?” 

“Yeah.” 


“They’re great boys!” she praised. 
“T like them all.” 

“You like any one special?” He 
grinned at her. 

“Oh, perhaps I’m getting to like 
one very special.” 

“Ain’t any of ’em worth your 
lookin’ at twice,” Dave told her. 
“Cow-punchers never amount to 
anything. All they’re fit for’s to 
dude around in a fancy silk shirt 
and make brag talk. If they live 
long enough, they wind up sittin’ 
on the sunny side of some bunk 
house toastin’ their rheumatism. 
There ain’t any future in’m.” 

“You’re running down your own 
kind,” she said, laughing. 

“Nobody knows’m better,” Dave 
said. “Yeah, I’m one of'm. I’m a 
danged sight better than some, and 
T ain’t any Christmas present. Don’t 
you ever get to likin’ any cow- 
puncher special. Ride with’m and 
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dance with’m—that’s all right. But 
never let it get serious.” 

“Tl think it over,’ she said. 
“And I'll ride with one now—you. 
Catch up my pony and your own. 
That little bay in the corral’s mine. 
I want to go to the Bar D and see 
Kate Evans, and Uncle Jake makes 
it a rule that I’m never to ride out 
on the range alone.” 


CHAPTER VI. 
HERO STUFF. 


r SHE Evans ranch was about 
five miles over the hills, and 
somewhat nearer the border. 

Dave and Letty Siles rode side by 

side at a canter until they came to 

a rocky slope they had to climb. 

Their ponies labored up the slope, 

and were stopped at the top for a 

breathing spell. 

“Dave, do you like me?” the girl 
asked, abruptly. 

“Yeah.” 

“Would you help me, if I needed 
help and asked you?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I may ask you,” she said. “I 
may need help. I’m doing some- 
thing my uncle doesn’t know any- 
thing about.” ; 

“You don’t look like the deceivin’ 
kind,” Dave said. 

“T’m not really deceiving him, 
Dave. I can’t explain it now, but 
maybe I can in a few days. I may 
need your help, and in a hurry. If 
I do, can I depend on you?” 

“Yeah,” Dave said. But he was 
hoping she would not ask him to 
help further the romance he had 
been hired to break up. Perhaps 
she was planning to elope with Lew 
Thorne, and wanted him to have the 
ponies ready. 

“When I first came here from the 
city, I felt out of place,” she said. 
“T didn’t know anything about the 


country or the life you lead here. I 
—TI reckon I was a tenderfoot.” 

“A mighty nice tenderfoot,” Dave 
commented. 

“And I loved it right away,” she 
said, “and I’ve wanted to become a 
real part of the life here. Because 
this is my home now, and always 
will be.” 

“Veah.” 

“Uncle Jake thinks I’m pretty 
worthless as a Western woman, I 
suppose. But I'll show him I’m not! 
Tll show him in a few days, too. 
T’ll teach him that I’ve got some 
sense about things out here.” 

Dave didn’t know what she was 
talking about, and it did not seem 
the right moment to ask her. She 
started her pony on, and he rode be- 
side her. They went down a slope 
and reached the smooth, hard floor 
of a wide canyon, the sides of which 
were covered with dry brush, and 
touched with their spurs. 

“Race!” she yelled at him, and 
bent forward in her saddle and 
started. 

She rode well for a girl who never 
had been in a saddle until about a 
year before. And she had a good 
pony. Dave let her get a short dis- 
tance ahead, then thundered along 
in her wake, letting her think she 
was beating him. His own pony 
could not understand it when Dave 
held him in check. Dave never had 
“thrown” a race before. 

She dashed around a bend where 
the canyon narrowed and ran be- 
tween high rock walls, and disap- 
peared from view. Dave -increased 
speed some and took after her. 
Around the bend he rode wildly, 
bending low in the saddle, so low 
that a bullet breezed over him and 
left him unscathed. 

In the same instant, he caught 
sight of the scene a short distance 
ahead. Three men had emerged 
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from the brush on tough little ponies. 
They had stopped Letty Siles, and 
one was trying to hold her in her 
saddle while she screamed and 
fought with him. 

The two others began firing = 
Dave as he rode forward wildly. 
own gun came out of its holster and 
blazed. He felt a bullet graze his 
left arm, another whipped his hat 
from his head. 

“Dave! 
screeching. 

He skidded his horse to a stop 
and vaulted from the saddle in a 
shower of gravel and dust, crashing 
prone on the ground behind a rock, 
his gun blazing again. One of the 
men threw up his arms and fell from 
his mount to sprawl face downward 
on the ground. 

The other rode straight at him, 
firing as he came. Dave darted to 
the protection of another rock, re- 
loading at he got behind cover. 
Letty Siles had managed to tear 
loose from her captor, who had 
turned to watch the others, and 
sprang out of her saddle and started 
running for the brush. 

The second man was coming on, 
and Dave opened fire, exposing him- 
self as he did so. Another bullet 
almost scraped his head. The rider 
swerved, and Dave got in a shot 
that counted. He fired again as the 
other started away, and brought 
him out of his saddle. 

The third man was riding at him 
now. Letty was at the edge of the 
brush, crouching, watching. Up on 
the crest of the canyon wall, a gun 
barked, and a bullet came singing 
down. Dave could not see the 
marksman, did not know whether he 
or the other man was the target. 

But the third of the trio brought 
up his horse abruptly and turned to 
run. The gun up in the rocks 
cracked again, and the bullet. was 


1? 


Dave!” the girl was 


not directed at Dave. He saw a 
spurt of dust where it struck just 
ahead of the fleeing rider. 

He sprang to his feet, rushed to 
his own horse and vaulted into the 
saddle. Letty Siles was hobbling to- 
ward her waiting pony. A swift in- 
spection told Dave that the first 
man he had shot was dead. He was 
a swarthy, villainous-looking man 
Dave never had seen before. 

“Hey, Dave!” It was the marks- 
man up in the rocks shouting at him. 
“Tl be right down!” 

Dave could not identify him. A 
glance told him the man above 
would have to ride around some dis- 
tance to get to the canyon’s floor. 
He went swiftly to the second man 
on the ground. 

He was another swarthy man 
Dave never had seen before. He 
was moaning, twisting in pain. 
Dave, gun held ready, dropped out 
of his saddle beside him. 

“Well, hombre——” he began. 

The other did not open his eyes. 
He moaned and rolled to one side. 

“Tell—Sanchez——”"_ he_ mut- 
tered; and died. 


with this! These three men 
undoubtedly belonged to San- 
chez’s band of outlaws. It was well 
for Letty Siles that her uncle had 
made a rule she should never ride 
out on the range alone. 
Dave glanced toward the girl 
again, and saw she was stretched on 


S* Sanchez had something to do 


‘tthe ground. He sprang into his 


saddle and rode over to her. She 
had not been injured, but had 
fainted. Dave got his canteen and 
bent over her, lifted her head, tried 
to force water between her lips. 
She opened her eyes and looked 
at him, gulped some of the water. 
“Oh, Dave!” she muttered. 
“Take it easy,” he said. “You'll 
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be all right. Don’t blame you a mite 
for bein’ scared.” 

“Oh, Dave! And I’d just been 
bragging that I was getting to be a 
real Western girl. And I—I go and 
faint just because there’s some 
shooting.” 

“Nobody but me knows it, and I 
won’t tell,” Dave assured her. “So 
you forget it. Can you get on your 
feet now? Some hombre was up in 
them rocks, usin’ his gun and help- 
in’ us, and he’s on his way here, who- 
ever he is.” 

He helped her to her feet, and she 
clung to him weakly a moment, 
then started slowly toward her pony 
with Dave walking beside her. 

“You saved me, Dave,” she said. 
“Tl never forget it.” 

“Shucks! Them vermin are al- 
ways pesterin’ around and have to 
be handled.” 

“Who were they, and what did 
they want with me? That man was 
ne to make me ride away with 

im.” 

“They’re outlaws from the hills, 
I reckon,” Dave replied. “Prob’ly 
happened to see you, and maybe 
thought you had somethin’ they 
could steal.” 

But Dave knew it wasn’t that. 
He had an idea Letty Siles would 
have been abducted and held for 
ransom, or as hostage in case any 
raiders were caught in the near fu- 
ture. And he did not have to an- 
swer any more questions just then, 
for there was a sudden clatter of 
hoofbeats and Clem Jones came rid- 
ing toward them furiously. 

“Everybody all right?” Jones 
asked, as he stopped beside them. 
“T heard some shootin’ and looked 
down and saw what was goin’ on. 
Lucky I had my rifle with me and 
could put a bullet past that hom- 
bre’s ears. The third man got away 
—fannin’ toward the line.” 


“The other two are back there,” 
Dave said, jerking his thumb over 
his shoulder. “One of ’em muttered 
somethin’ about Sanchez.” 

“Sanchez, huh? So his gang is 
prowlin’ around here again. You 
folks ride on, and I'll ’tend to things 
here.” Clem Jones knew that blood- 
shed and dead men were not a part 
of Letty Siles’s daily life. 

“Lucky you happened by,’ Dave 
said. 

“You seemed to be gettin’ along 
all right by yourself,” Clem Jones 
replied, grinning. “You sure can 
use a six-gun. A rifle’s a good thing 
to have along on this range. I hap- 
pened to be cuttin’ across to the 
Evans ranch. They’ve got some 
blacksmith work to be done.” 

“That’s where we're headin’, 
Dave said. 

“But I—I think I'll go back 
home,” Letty Siles put in. “I can 
see Kate Evans later.” 

Dave rode with her up over the 
rocks and back toward the ranch 
along a cow path, so they would 
avoid the bodies sprawled on the 
ground. Clem Jones was left to take 
care of them and the horses of the 
outlaws. There was no danger of 
the third man _ returning and 
troubling Clem Jones. 

There was excitement at the ranch 
when they arrived and told their 
story. Jake Siles howled and raved, 
shouted warnings at Letty and gave 
Dave vociferous thanks. A couple 
of men were sent to the scene to help 
Clem Jones and see if they could 
trail the man who had escaped. 

Dave was watching Lew Thorne 
during all this. He could see that 
Thorne was puzzled by news of the 
attack. That Sanchez’s men had 
done it was something Thorne could 
not understand, evidently, and Dave 
guessed that the attack had not been 
part of the general plan. Perhaps 
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Lew Thorne was fearing now that 
Juan Sanchez could not be trusted, 
and had some plans of his own 
which he had not confided to the 
others. 

As the group scattered, it was 
Thorne who stepped up to Letty 
Siles and walked with her toward 
the house. Jake Siles looked after 
them, then glared at Dave. 

“There they go,” he whispered. 
“What kind of a romance buster are 

ou?” 

“Heck! I can’t help it if they 
walk to the house together, can I?” 

“You can’t stir two feet ’thout 
gettin’ mixed up in somethin’!” 
Siles accused. 

“Letty asked me to ride to the 
Evans ranch with her, dang it! Me 
goin’ with her was better than 
Thorne doin’ it, wasn’t it? I was 
keepin’ them apart, wasn’t I? And 
I’m findin’ out how things stand. 
You let me alone, and I'll finish this 
job. If you think you can get a 
better romance buster anywhere, 
you go ahead and do it.” 

“You've got the job,” Siles re- 
minded him. 

“Yeah, and I’ve got some plans. 
There’s a dance in town Saturday 
night. You see that all the outfit 
goes, and you go yourself and keep 
your eyes open. Maybe you'll see 
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somethin’. 


CHAPTER VII. 
RIVAL LADIES. 


EW THORNE rode to town 
that evening, and Dave sup- 
posed he had gone to see Gar- 

bitt and possibly communicate with 
Juan Sanchez again. This was 
Wednesday. Thorne did not visit 
Smoky Gulch Thursday or Friday, 
and he seemed to be keeping an eye 
on Dave. 

“Still thinks I’m an association 


agent, and wants to know what I’m 
up to, if anything,” Dave growled. 

His job of romance busting 
seemed to be at a standstill. Thorne 
was with Letty Siles whenever he 
had a chance, and she seemed to wel- 
come his attentions. Dave could do 
nothing about it. He wanted to 
carry out Jake Siles’s orders about 
getting Lew Thorne in a tight cor- 
ner where he wouldn’t look so good 
trying to get out, but there did not 
seem to be any tight corners. 

Dave was banking on Saturday 
night and the dance, for he had 
made certain plans. Until then, he 
could do nothing, except attend to 
such ranch duties as were assigned 
him. Nothing had happened since 
the attack on Letty Siles. The vic- 
tims of that had been buried out on 
the range and their horses turned 
loose. Clem Jones had drifted by a 
couple of times, and had stopped 
once to shoe Jake Siles’s colts. 

“Goin’ into town Saturday eve- 
nin’?” Clem Jones asked. 

“Yeah,” Dave said. . 

“Better keep your eyes open. 
Juan Sanchez ain’t forgot the way 
you handled him, you betcha! And 
if those two men you plugged were 
really his men, that'll make the 
score heavier. He’s liable to be 
sneakin’ around town, and maybe 
with some of his friends.” 

“Yeah,” said Dave. 

“There’s somethin’ brewin’,” Clem 
Jones declared. “I can smell it in 
the air. Trouble happens along 
every so often, and just now she’s 
overdue.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Tll see you Saturday evenin’, 
then,” Jones said. 


“Tl save you a waltz.” Dave 
grinned at him. 
Jones’s eyes grew narrow. “It’s 


always puzzlin’ to 


me,” he an- 
nounced. 
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“What is?” 

“T never can make up my mind 
whether you're all-fired wise or just 
a plain damned fool.” 

“Generally,” said Dave, “I’m just 
a plain damned fool.” 

The chores were rushed Saturday 
evening, and the Double Triangle 
cow-punchers greased their boots 
and oiled their hair, and got their 
fancy clothes out of their war bags. 
They howled and sang in the bunk 
house as they dressed. Horses had 
been caught up and saddled and 
were waiting along the corral fence. 

Dave prepared with the others. 
He slipped a second gun beneath his 
coat where it would not show, so he 
would have that when he unbuckled 
his belt and left his customary artil- 
lery at the door of the dance hall. 
Under the circumstances, he did not 
wish to be unarmed a moment. 

Jake Siles and Letty rode in the 
buckboard, with Double Triangle 
riders ahead of them and behind 
them, a sort of royal cavalcade. The 
plaza was filled with vehicles when 
they came to Smoky Gulch, and 
horses lined the hitch rails. People 
had come to the dance from as far 
as twenty miles. 

Dances in Smoky Gulch were held 
in a huge adobe shed which once 
had been used as a_ storehouse. 
Lamps, lanterns and reeking flares 
furnished the light. Three ranch 
musicians provided the music. 


AVE tied his horse at the 
D hitch rail and got on the 
walk, rolling a cigarette as 
he surveyed the scene. He saw Lew 
Thorne talking to Pete Garbitt at 
the door of the saloon, and Billy 
Morgan drifted along the walk and 
stopped to join them. Then the 
three went into the saloon. 
There was no indication of the 
presence of Juan Sanchez or any of 


his men. But it was not expected 
they would make too bold an ap- 
pearance, especially early in the eve- 
ning. Dave remembered, however, 
that Sanchez had been instructed to 
get his last-minute information at 
the dance Saturday night. 

Dave wanted to handle his ro- 
mance busting, and attend to this 
other thing also. Maybe somebody 
else was watching events, as Jake 
Siles had intimated, but they might 
miss something. Breaking up the 
romance, Dave would have to keep 
his eyes on Lew Thorne. If he con- 
tinued to do that, he would know if 
Thorne met Sanchez, and possibly 
contrive to overhear their talk. 

Women crowded the store and 
dance hall, and men the saloon. The 
musicians had not started their long 
grind, which would end only with 
the coming of dawn. Dave drifted 
along the street to the restaurant. 
Two men emerged as he reached it, 
and a glance showed him nobody 
was inside but Tessie Lane. Dave 
entered and got upon a stool. 

“Coffee and pie, Tessie,” he said. 
“Make the pie raisin 

“And sweeten the coffee with a 
smile, I know,” she added. 

“Yeah.” Dave grinned. “But 
you ain’t smilin’. In fact, Tessie, 
you're lookin’ sour.” 

She bent toward him as she put 
the coffee on the counter. 

“What’s been going on?” she 
asked. 

“Oh, a lot of things! A couple of 
hombres tried to steal Letty Siles 
and got killed, and Clem Jones shod 
the colts 

“You know what I mean! 
and that girl.” 

“Oh! They seem right interested 
in each other,” Dave replied. 

“I can’t understand it,” she said. 
“Lew making up to her when—— 
Oh, I wish I dared tell you!” 


Lew— 
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“Maybe you'd better not, if it’s 
somethin’ that’s liable to cause you 
trouble,” Dave told her. “Are you 
goin’ to the dance?” 

“Yes. The boss will attend to 
things here.” 

“Well, just keep your eyes and 
ears open,” Dave suggested. “Seems 
to me that, with you and Letty Siles 
both at that dance, Lew Thorne’s 
goin’ to find himself in a corner. He 
can’t dance with both of you at 
once or take you both to supper. 
Looks like a poker show-down to 
me.” 

“Yes, itll be a show-down,” Tes- 
sie Lane said. 

Dave finished his pie and coffee 
and went to the dance hall. Every- 
body was flocking there now. Dave 
checked his belt and gun at the door, 
as did the other men, but felt com- 
fortable to know he had a second 
gun in reserve. 

The dance began as countless 
other cow-town dances had, and 
gradually the crowd warmed to its 
fun. Outwardly, Dave Carlen was 
only enjoying himself. But he was 
trying to watch half a dozen persons 
at the same time. 

The dancers went outside fre- 
quently to enjoy the cool breeze, re- 
turned to dance again. Dave, hav- 
ing danced once with Letty Siles and 
once with another girl, sauntered 
over to the door and gossiped with 
the doorkeeper as he watched. 

Lew Thorne was just finishing a 
dance with Letty Siles when Tessie 
Lane appeared. Tessie had donned a 
new dress for this occasion, and she 
was not at all hard to look at, Dave 
judged. Lew Thorne claimed the 
next dance with her, and Dave 
drifted along the wall to where Letty 
Siles, having refused to dance this 
one with anybody, was resting and 
talking to some of the women. 

“Now there goes a couple,” Dave 


told her, “as seem made for each 
other.” He indicated Thorne and 
Tessie Lane. “They’re right inter- 
ested in each other, too, I’ve heard. 
Tessie’s a bit light-headed and 
flighty, but she sure is crazy about 
Lew. And he’s a match for her— 
wild and thinkin’ only of fun. Never 
gives a thought to what’s comin’ to- 
morrow.” 

“That’s an old affair taking its 
last gasp of life,” she told him. “I’m 
the one Lew is interested in now. 
But he has to be polite to her, of 
course.” 

“Maybe so,” Dave said. “I notice 
Lew hits into town about every 
other evenin’, though. If I was a 
girl, I'd danged soon find out where 
I stood, I betcha.” 

“Are you trying to tell me,” she 
demanded, “that Lew Thorne can’t 
make up his mind between me and 
Tessie Lane?” 

“Oh, I ain’t concerned!” Dave re- 
plied. “I was just wonderin’ which 
girl he likes best. Look at that Tes- 
sie cuddle up to him as they’re danc- 
in’! Lew’s whisperin’ in her ear, too. 
Wonder what he’s sayin’?” 

Letty flashed him a 
“Watch me,” she said. 


smile. 


HE dance ended, and Lew 

Thorne deserted Tessie Lane 

to stroll around the room, but 
finally approached Letty. By that 
time, Dave had got back to the door. 
The music started again, and it ap- 
peared that Letty Siles preferred a 
stroll in the moonlight to dancing. 
She passed through the door with 
Thorne. 

Dave looked around to find Tessie 
Lane, and saw her alone, strolling to- 
ward the door, rage in her face. She 
darted outside, and Dave sauntered 


_after her. Perhaps, he thought, his 


romance busting would work out as 
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he had planned. He did not forget 
that Letty Siles was a proud girl. 

Lew Thorne was careless. He 
stopped with Letty at the corner of 
the dance hall, where there was a 
bench in the darkness, and they sat 
upon it. Brazenly, Dave ap- 
proached with the deliberate inten- 
tion of being an eavesdropper. Tes- 
sie Lane was not in sight, but Dave 
supposed she was somewhere near, 
spying also. 

“T wish I was sure you loved me, 
Letty,” Lew Thorne was saying. 

“Haven’t I told you so?” she 
asked. “But, what can we do about 
it? Uncle Jake doesn’t like you.” 

“Tt’s just his crankiness, too,” 
Thorne declared. “He’s not bein’ 
fair. If we could elope——” 

“Run away and be married?” 

“We could slip away some night 
and ride to the county seat,” he said. 
“We'd get there by mornin’, get 
married, and come back. Your 
uncle couldn’t say anything then. 
It’d be over, and he’d have to make 
the best of it.” 

“Maybe that would be _ best,” 
Letty agreed. 

“Then you'll do it? I tell you, 
Letty—let’s make it Tuesday eve- 
nin’. [ll pretend to ride into town. 
You slip away and get your pony, 
and meet me by the cottonwood at 
the edge of the coulee.” 

“All right, Lew. We'll have to be 
careful that nobody suspects. But 
—how about Tessie Lane?” 

“Tessie? She don’t count,” 
Thorne said. “I’ve been nice to her, 
and she’s lost her head about me, I 
reckon. I never gave her any reason 
for encouragement. Me, I don’t 
yearn to marry a girl who works in 
a restaurant. Tessie’s all right, but 
not for me.” 

Dave was hoping that Tessie Lane 
was somewhere near and had heard 
that. If that didn’t cause an explo- 


sion, nothing would. And, the next 
instant, he knew there would be an 
explosion. 

Tessie Lane’s voice, trembling 
with rage, cut through the night. 
Suddenly she appeared from some- 
where to confront the pair on the 
bench. 

“So that’s it!” she cried. “I’m 
only a restaurant girl, and not good 
enough for you. You promised to 
marry me, Lew Thorne! You said 
we'd go to Mexico——” 

“That’s enough lies!” Thorne 
barked. “You ain’t wanted here, 
Tessie.” 

Tessie Lane faced the other girl. 
“Don’t let him make a fool of you, 
too!” she cried. ‘“He’s not to be 
trusted. And if you marry him, 
you'll be sorry. He’s 

“That’s enough!” Thorne barked, 
again. 

“T’ll tell all I know!” Tessie cried. 
“T’ll tell how you’re plannin’ “2 

Lew Thorne was on his feet. He 
lurched forward and grasped Tessie 
Lane and clamped one hand over 
her mouth. 

“You get back into the hall, 
Letty, till I tame this wild cat,” he 
said. “Quick, before somebody 
comes. I'll explain to you later.” 


AVE crouched back in the 
shadows as Letty Siles hur- 
ried past him. He remained 

there, and watched Lew Thorne 
compel Tessie Lane to sit on the 
bench. He sat beside her, held her, 
kept her from crying out. 

“You little fool, almost spoilin’ 
everything!” Thorne said. “Keep 
quiet and listen to me! Ain’t you 
got any sense?” 

as heard you ask her to elope with 
you,” the girl whimpered. 

“Listen! I didn’t want to tell you 
everything and get you mixed up in 
it, but Ill have to tell you now. 
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It’s all a part of the game. You're’ 
the girl I’m lovin’ and want to 
marry.” 

“Then, why——” 

“Tl explain quick. We've got to 
be protected, and we want all the 
money we can get out of this job. 
I got the fool girl to fall in love with 
me, and now she’s promised to elope 
—and on Tuesday evenin’. That’s 
the night we make the move—un- 
derstand? She meets me, but we 
don’t elope. We keep her, see? If 
anything wrong happens, we'll have 
the girl. If any of us are caught, 
we trade her to Jake Siles for who- 
ever they’ve caught. Otherwise, we 
keep her for a big ransom. Siles is 
crazy about his niece, not havin’ any 
children of his own, and he'll pay 
heavy.” 

“Oh, Lew! Why didn’t you tell 
me all this before?” 

“The less folks know, the better. 
Understand now? Then play your 
part. I'll tell her I explained to you 
that we can’t ever be anything to 
each other, that I’m in love with 
her. You dance a couple of times 
then go home, actin’ like your jeal- 
ous. That'll fix everything.” 

“Oh, Lew, I want to believe you!” 

“T’ve told you the truth,” he said. 
He clasped her in his arms and 
kissed her, and there seemed no lack 
of warmth in his kiss. The girl 
slipped away through the shadows 
to go around the building and enter 
it. Lew Thorne sauntered off in the 
other direction. 

“Well, dog-gone!” Dave muttered. 
“He told that Tessie Lane the truth, 
I’m bettin’. So they’re goin’ to grab 
Letty and hold her for ransom, huh? 
Wait till I tell Jake Siles that!” 

So there really wasn’t going to be 
any romance to bust. All they had 
to do was protect Letty Siles from 
abduction and let things take their 
course. Lew Thorne was heading 


for the outlaw trail, which was too 
rocky a road for Letty Siles to 
travel. 

But perhaps, Dave thought, the 
girl was cured of her infatuation. 
Possibly she would cancel that date 
for an elopement, after having 
heard Tessie Lane’s tirade. Dave 
proposed to find out. 

He went into the dance hall and 
glanced around. It was between 
dances. Letty Siles was at the end 
of the refreshment counter, but 
moved away and toward him. They 
met where nobody could overhear 
their talk. 

“Well, I watched you,” Dave said, 
grinning. “Overheard a lot, too— 
couldn’t help it. Tessie Lane’s got 
some strings on that hombre, I 
reckon.” 

“Do you think I’d let myself be 
disturbed by the ranting of a jealous 
girl?” she asked. 

“Then you don’t think that Lew 
Thorne’s been playin’ fast and loose 
with both of you?” 

‘Whatever he’s done, I’m the one 
he loves now,” she said. 

“Well, dog-gone! Ain’t you got 
any pride?” 

“Pride has nothing to do with it, 
when a girl’s really in love,” she 
said. 

“Me, I know less about women 
than I thought I did, and I never 
did think I knew anything,’ Dave 
opined. 

“Did you hear everything that 
was said—about Tuesday night?” 
she asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“And I suppose you'll run right 
to Uncle Jake and tell him about it. 
Don’t do it, Dave! Maybe there 
are some things you don’t under- 
stand.” 

“You told me the other day that 
you were up to somethin’ and might 
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want my help. But it ain’t right for 
you to ask me to help you elope. If 
I did that, I’d be double-crossin’ my 
boss. And this here elopin’—I 
wouldn’t do it.” 

“You’d not?” 

“No. I’ve got reasons for thinkin’ 
it wouldn’t work out, but I can’t tell 
you about ’em now. Maybe we'll 
get a chance to have a good talk 

*tween now and Tuesday evenin’.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 
MERCY SHOT. 


AVE went outside again. As 
D a romance buster, he plainly 
was a failure. Even after 
that scene with Tessie Lane, Letty 
Siles would not turn from Thorne. 
Dave drifted along the side of the 
plaza with one eye open for trouble, 
wondering if Juan Sanchez was in 
town, and came across Sam Morgan, 
whom he greeted cordially. Morgan 
took him aside and talked in low 
tones. 
“Dave, I’ve been worryin’ about 
Billy,” Morgan said. “He’s in town 


half the time, but that ain’t all. 


He’s worried bad about somethin’, 
and he won’t let on what. I wish 
you'd look him up and pump it out 
of him.” 

“Sure!” Dave agreed. “T’ll be 
meetin’ you later at the dance hall.” 

They separated. Dave went to 
the door of the saloon and glanced 
inside. He was just in time to see 
Billy Morgan go out the back door 
with Pete Garbitt. Lew Thorne, who 
had gone to the saloon from the 
dance hall, slipped out after them. 

Dave went quickly around the sa- 
loon building and approached the 
corner carefully. He saw the three 
walking away from the saloon, going 
up the rocky slope through the 
faint moonlight. Dave, dodging 
from cover to cover, followed. His 


belt and gun were back at the dance 
hall, but he had that second gun. 

The three ahead went into a jum- 
ble of rocks where it was dark, and 
Dave circled and came upon the 
rocks from the other side. The way 
the wind was blowing to-night, he 
could hear what they said, but they 
could not hear any slight sounds he 
made. - 

“Things have come to a show- 
down,” Lew Thorne was saying. 
“You're in this with us, Billy. 
You’ve got to go all the way now. 
We took you in on account of them 
gamblin’ debts. Why shouldn’t you 
have plenty of money? Look at 
your dad almost starvin’ out at your 
ranch, and Jake Siles rollin’ in 

lenty.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Billy Morgan 
said. “It’s only about Dave that 
T’m—— 

“Every man faces somethin’ like 
this sometime in his life,’ Pete Gar- 
bitt put in. “Carlen’s our enemy, 
and he’s got to be put out of the 
way.’ 

“He’s been nosin’ around, and 
may learn too much,” Thorne said. 
“We can’t take a chance on all our 
fine plans bein’ ruined. We don’t 
know how much he’s learned. If 
he read that letter Juan Sanchez 
had in his pocket : 

“But we don’t know it was him 
smashed Sanchez,” Billy protested. 
“And I don’t think Dave’s an asso- 
ciation man. He’s been at our place 
a long time, and I’ve palled around 
with him a lot. Never saw him do 
or say anything that makes it look 
like he’s an association man.’ 

“Well, you keep out of it, and 
we'll handle Dave Carlen,” Garbitt 
said. “Since you're touchy *bout 
him, we'll let you stand aside. 
Watch yourself, and be ready Tues- 
day night. Now we'll wait here for 
Sanchez. It’s time he was comin’.” 
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Dave crouched low against the 
ground, scarcely breathing. He 
could hear them moving around, 
knew they were sitting on rocks. 
What he had heard somehow 
clutched Dave’s heart. So they had 
Billy Morgan in their gang! The 
kid didn’t realize what he was doing, 
Dave thought. They’d got him to 
drinking and gambling, had made 
big talk to him. 

And why did they want a green 
boy in with them? Probably they 
would shuffle some piece of dirty 
work off on him, and let him be 
caught at it while the others es- 
caped. Sanchez had plenty of men 
in the hills. Billy was not necessary 
to their plans. 

This thing would break Sam Mor- 
gan’s heart, Dave knew. It simply 
must not happen. He would make 
any move he could to save Billy and 
save Sam Morgan pain. 

But, if he openly shouted what 
he knew, there would be only de- 
nials and a sudden stop in plans. 
That wouldn’t do any good. A man 
isn’t a rustler until he rustles stock. 
He might plan his head off, but he’s 
guilty of nothing until he actually 
starts to put those plans in opera- 
tion. 

At grave risk to himself, Dave 
would do something to stop this, he 
decided. They were not certain he 
knew about Tuesday night. They 
only thought he was spying on them. 
There was one way he could save 
Billy, and let the others go on to 
their doom. 

It would be a risky thing, but he’d 
try it as soon as he had the oppor- 
tunity. He got out his gun and held 
it ready, and listened. There was a 
sudden disturbance on the other side 
of the rocks. 

“Steady!” a voice said. 

“Sanchez!” came the reply. 


AVE could hear footsteps, 

D boots scraping on the rough 

ground. Juan Sanchez evi- 

dently joined the group, coming to 
them out of the darkness. 

“Brought a friend along,” Sanchez 
growled. “Well, what’s new?” 

“Did you get my last note?” 
Thorne asked. 

“T got it.” 

“What about your three men 
jumpin’ Letty Siles a few days ago? 
NE was understood I was to handle 

er.” 

“They did it without me know- 
in’,” Sanchez replied. “Saw her rid- 
in’ with that Dave Carlen, and 
thought they’d get ’em both. They’d 
have been doin’ me a favor if they’d 
brought Carlen to me alive. I’m go- 
in’ to handle that hombre!” 

“Everything’s set for Tuesday 
night,” Thorne told him. “The 
girl’s agreed to elope with me. After 
she meets me, we'll send her on to 
the line with a couple of the men we 
can spare while the rest of us get the 
herd movin’.” 

“How about the herd?” Sanchez 
asked. 

“Tt'll be prime stock, and bigger 
than we thought at first. Jake Siles 
has had the men gatherin’ it for a 
week. He expects to inspect the 
critters and cut out a lot of fancy 
breedin’ stock to sell.” 

“How about the nighthawks?” 

“We'll have ’em cared for by the 
time you get there with your men.” 

“Everything’s set, then,” Sanchez 
agreed. “Is that Dave Carlen in 
town to-night?” 

“He’s around,” Thorne replied. 

“T want to get him, and get him 
right out where everybody can see,” 
Sanchez said. “I'll ride my horse 
opposite the dance hall and dis- 
mount. You get Dave Carlen out 
in front where it’s light ’cause of 
them oil flares. I'll do the rest.” 
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“Tf they get you,” Thorne said, 
“$t’ll maybe ruin our plans.” 

“They won’t get me. Almost all 
the gents have their guns checked 
at the dance. I want to cuss Dave 
Carlen out, and then blast him 
down. In ’bout half an hour, say.” 

“All right, Sanchez,” Thorne said. 

Dave heard footsteps again, and 
knew that Sanchez and his friend 
were slipping away. A moment 
later, Thorne, Garbitt and Billy 
Morgan started to leave the mass of 
rocks. 

“It'll be murder,” Billy was say- 


ing. “Dave won’t have a gun on 
him, if he’s at the dance. I can’t 
stand it!” 

“See here!” Garbitt snapped. 


“You commencin’ to get soft? Why, 
you-——” 

“T can’t watch it!” Billy said. 

“You're goin’ to watch it! You’re 
goin’ to be right with us,’ Thorne 
snapped. “We can’t take a chance 
of lettin’ you be away from us till 
it’s over. Stop thinkin’ so much of 
Dave Carlen, and think of the 
money you'll have to spend when 
this is over.” 

“Come along,” Garbitt growled. 

They went down the slope toward 
the saloon. Dave trailed them at a 
distance. He circled behind the 
ee and went toward the dance 

all. 

He knew now what he must do, 
though he ran a great risk in doing 
it. He must save Billy Morgan, 
keep him from participating in the 
affair Tuesday night. He must not 
do anything which would prevent 
the others from carrying out their 
plans, remembering that a man is 
not a rustler until he is caught rus- 
ee And he must protect his own 
life. 

He had a plan, but he almost shiv- 
ered when he thought of it. A nice 
mess, this, and all because he had 


left the Circle M and gone to the 
Double Triangle to be a romance 
buster. Every move he had made 
and every word he had spoken, 
though innocent, had made him look 
like a range bloodhound to these 
men. ; 

Dave stalked into the dance hall 
as though nothing unusual had hap- 
pened. He sought Letty Siles, 
claimed a dance with her. It was a 
waltz, and as she nestled against him 
Dave was wondering whether this 
waltz would be his last. 

It would be easy to love a girl 

like Letty Siles, he decided. He 
could not understand why she 
should be attracted to a man like 
Lew Thorne. But then, Dave did 
not understand women. 
. Another man claimed her for the 
next dance, and Dave drifted aim- 
lessly around the hall. He had seen 
Thorne come into the hall, and Gar- 
bitt was near the door with Billy 
Morgan. The boy’s face was white 
and his eyes wide. 

Dave got to one of the windows, 
turned his back to the crowd and 
looked out at the street. He saw a 
rider come from the shadows and 
stop, and another come along be- 
hind him. Juan Sanchez and his 
friend! = 

It would not be long now, Dave 
thought. But he would not risk his 
life unless he saw he had a chance 
to accomplish what he had planned. 
Billy Morgan must be saved. 


: E glanced back into the room. 
H Lew Thorne and Billy were 

going through the door be- 
hind Pete Garbitt. Dave looked 
through the window again, watched. 
He saw the three emerge from the 
hall. Garbitt and Billy Morgan 
walked across the street and stood 
under one of the oil flares. Lew 
Thorne strolled a short distance in 
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the other direction and pretended to 
be making a cigarette. 

Juan Sanchez had dismounted in 
the darkness, and his friend also. 
The latter shuffled across the street 
and entered the hall. An instant 
later, the doorman called Dave. 

“Hey, Carlen! Somebody out 
here wants to see you!” 

Dave nodded, glanced through the 
window again. He saw Sanchez’s 
friend scurry back across the street 
and get into his saddle. He was 
holding Sanchez’s horse ready. And 
Sanchez was waiting in the shadows, 
to step out as soon as Dave ap- 
peared. 

Dave went to the door, stepped 
outside, tossed aside a cigarette he 
had been smoking. 

“Who wants to see me?” he called. 

“I do, hombre!” Juan Sanchez 
came from the shadows, and lurched 
toward Dave with his hands like 
claws at his sides. “I haven’t for- 
gotten how you shipped me out of 
town! I’m here to make you pay 
for it!” 

“Start makin’!” Dave barked. 

He took Sanchez by surprise as he 
whipped out the gun under his coat. 
Sanchez had believed he would be 
unarmed. Dave’s gun roared three 
times as swiftly as he could work it. 
It was the first shot that breezed 
past Sanchez’s head and discon- 
certed him an instant, the second 
which, nicely aimed, crashed. into 
Billy Morgan’s left thigh. The 
third was wasted. 

Dave darted aside as Sanchez 
finally got his gun out and began fir- 
ing. Men came pouring from the 
dance hall. Men came running from 
the saloon. Dave threw another 
shot at Sanchez and blew the hat 
from his head. In a panic, Sanchez 
was emptying his gun. 

The outlaw howled a curse, 
turned and fled. Dave held his fire. 


He had accomplished what he had 
planned. Billy Morgan was down 
with a bullet in him, and would ride 
with no outlaws Tuesday night. And 
Sanchez was alive to proceed with 
his rustling and perhaps run into a 
trap. Best of all, Dave still lived 
himself. 

He realized dimly that somebody 
else was shooting, and now saw Clem 
Jones come hurrying around the cor- 
ner of the dance hall. But Dave was 
on his way to Billy Morgan, who 
was stretched on the ground, men 
gathering around him. 

“You hurt bad, Billy?” Dave 
asked, kneeling beside him. 

“Got it in the leg,” the boy whim- 
pered. “I—TI’ll be all right, Dave.” 

“Tl help you to the saloon,” Dave 
said. “One of you hombres get the 
doctor—he’s in the dance hall. 
Some of you others quiet the folks— 
just tell ’em Sanchez started some 
shootin’ and rode away. Sam Mor- 
gan’s down the street somewhere. 
Somebody go get him.” 

They got Billy on his feet, and 
Dave and another man carried him 
between them. The crowd scat- 
tered. In the saloon, they put the 
boy on a big gambling table and 
stretched him out. 

“How’s it comin’?” Dave asked. 

“Tt’s all right, Dave.” 

“T reckon it was one of my bullets 
got you, Billy. But I didn’t——” 

“Sure! Never mind that,” Billy 
Morgan said. “I—I’ve heard it said 
a kid ain’t a man till he’s been shot 
up at least once.’ 

“You ain’t blamin’ me any, then?” 

“Sure not, Dave.” Billy Morgan 
gave a sickly grin. “I'll have to be 
laid up at home for a time, I reckon. 
Can’t prowl around much with a 
bullet in my hip. Can’t—can’t do 
any ridin’ at all.” 

“No ridin’ at all, for some little 
time,” Dave said. 
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And, as he stepped aside to let 
the Smoky Gulch doctor begin his 
work, he saw a smile flash across the 
boy’s lips. Billy Morgan would not 
have to follow the outlaw trail Tues- 
day night. And it was a safe bet he 
never would think of planning to fol- 
low it again. 


CHAPTER IX. 
ANOTHER BATTLE. 


T was a sleepy bunch around the 
Double Triangle the next day, a 
lazy Sunday. But that did not 

prevent Jake Siles from demonstrat- 
ing his usual aggressiveness. 
cornered Dave down by the corral. 

“Dang your hide,” he said, “I 
never saw such a man. In another 
mess last night! And always carry- 
in’ on, 

“Yeah,” said Dave. 

“What? d I hire you for?” 

_ “Tm tryin’ to do it, dang it!” 
Dave said. “I planned it so Tessie 
Lane howled some at Lew Thorne 
last night in front of Letty.” 

“And a lot of good it did! They 
danced till daylight, and mostly to- 
gether. Thorne rode beside the 
buckboard comin’ home.” 

“Why didn’t you order 
away?” Dave asked. 

“That’d be puttin’ up an obstacle, 
and you know what that means.” 

“Say!” Dave addressed him. 
“Ain’t you goin’ to do anything 
about this herd-stealin’ business? 
You want to lose a lot of fancy 
stock? Maybe you know all about 
it, and maybe you don’t.” 

“T’m gettin’ reg’lar reports,” Siles 
said. 

“Who’re you gettin’ them from?” 

“T ain’t sayin’. What I want to 
talk to you about is bustin’ up this 
thing 4 

“Yeah, I know. It’s goin’ to bust 
itself. Lew Thorne’s coaxed Letty 


him 


He; 


to elope with him Tuesday night. 
Only, they won’t elope. She’s to be 
turned over to Juan Sanchez’s men 
and held for ransom.” 

“What?” Siles cried. 

“Yeah! So you're willin’ to pay 
some attention to me now, huh? 
You listen!” 

Dave told Siles all he had learned. 

“Thunder!” Siles exploded. “T’ll 
see that don’t happen, I betcha! So 
that’s Thorne’s game, huh?” 

“Yeah. Ain’t any romance to 
bust up, far as he’s concerned. But 
I reckon there’s a kidnapin’ to stop.” 

“But she'll always think he was 
in love with her and wanted to 
marry her, and things just went 
wrong. I wanted her cured of him, 
dang it! That was to be your job.” 
. “All right!” Dave said. “You go 
ahead and ’tend to your rustlers, 
and I'll take care of Letty. Tl plan 
somethin’. You just forget about 
her.” 

“Tuesday night,’ Siles mused. 
“Some of the men I can trust, and 
others I ain’t sure of. Worst of all, 
I can’t make an open move and let 
Thorne know we're aware of their 
plans. If he thinks that, they sim- 
ply won’t make a move. And we 
want to catch ’em at it, catch ’em 
in the act. I'll leave Letty to you, 
Dave. You know what I think of 
her, foolish though she is. So, if 
anything happens to her, I’ll make 
this range too hot to hold you.” 

On the surface, there was nothing 
unusual between Sunday morning 
and Tuesday evening. Lew Thorne 
rode to Smoky Gulch Monday 
night, but there was nothing unusual 
in that. Some of the men had been 
taken into Siles’s confidence, Dave 


‘guessed. But Dave wondered how 


many men were to be sent against 
the rustlers. There had to be enough 
to make sure of success. 

He wondered, too, who the asso- 
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ciation man was, if one really was 
keeping Jake Siles well informed. 
Possibly the sheriff had been called 
in, too. The sheriff would be inter- 
ested in removing the constant men- 
ace of the Sanchez gang. 


S he was inspecting some of the 
horses in the corral on Tues- 
day afternoon, Dave looked 

up to see Letty Siles approaching 
him. She was beaming when she 
stopped beside him at the corral 
fence. 

“You changed your mind any?” 
Dave asked her. 

“About to-night? Indeed not!” 
she said. 

“I reckon you won't listen to rea- 
son. 

“I won’t listen to anything that’s 
an argument against me doing what 
I plan to do to-night.” 

“Tm wishin’ you luck,” Dave said. 
“Tessie Lane been makin’ any more 
fuss?” 

“I haven’t seen her,’ Letty re- 
plied. 

“What’d you mean by all that 
talk you gave me the day we started 
ridin’ over to the Evans place?” he 
asked. “’Bout you maybe needin’ 
my help, and that you were goin’ to 
show your uncle Jake you wasn’t 
nelle: but could be a real Western 
girl. 

“That’s my secret for a little while 
longer,” she said. “You just wait, 
Dave!” 

“If I told you ”” Dave began. 

“If you tell me anything against 
Lew, Ill not believe it. I just 
wanted to see if my pony’s all right. 
T’'ll be going back to the house now.” 

She left him, and Dave scratched 
his left ear and looked after her. 

“Dang it if I know what to do!” 
he muttered. “It’ll be runnin’ a risk 
to do as I’ve planned, but this ro- 
mance has to be busted. She’s got 


to know Lew Thorne for what he is 
before he’s nabbed or shot down for 
rustlin’.” 

There seemed a slight air of ten- 
sion around the Double Triangle. 
Thorne was working out on the 
range somewhere, acting in a normal 
manner. Certain men Siles trusted 
slipped away with rifles, six-guns and 
ammunition, and cached them a dis- 
tance from the ranch buildings, 
where they could be picked up that 
night. They did not want to make 
Thorne suspicious. 

The evening meal was eaten as 
usual, with loud talk, laughter and 
bantering. The men scattered. Lew 
Thorne saddled his pony as if to 
make one of his usual trips to town. 
Dave watched him ride away. 

Certain of the men strolled away 
from the bunk house and went to a 
depression back of the corral, where 
horses were waiting for them. One 
by one, they slipped away through 
the shadows to meet at an appointed 
place. 

Dave strolled up toward the 
house and encountered Jake Siles, 
who was just separating from his 
foreman after giving him final or- 
ders. 

“T’m hopin’ you’ve got your plans 
all made,” Dave told him. “Sanchez 
and his gang will be ready for some 
heavy shootin’.” 

“Plans are all made,” Siles said. 
“What about yours?” 

“Oh, I’ve made ’em.” 

“T don’t know, Dave. Maybe I’d 
better lock up Letty and put a guard 
over her. This here is risky busi- 
ness.” 

“That’s up to you,” Dave said. 

“What are your plans?” 

“I’m goin’ to let her meet Lew 
Thorne. I won't be far away. I'll 
be ready for whatever happens. If 
it gets too hot, I'll plug Thorne and 
end it. You hired me to be a ro- 
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mance buster and I’m goin’ to bust 
one. 

“IT can depend on you to be 
around if there’s any ruckus,” Jake 
Siles said, glaring at him. 

“You goin’ out with the rustler 
hunters your own self?” 

“T can’t, dang it! Nobody ever 
chases rustlers in a buckboard, and 
I’m too fat and heavy to ride.” 

“Comes from likin’ your food too 

much,” Dave told him. “After to- 
night, I’d admire to be paid off and 
let go back to the Circle M. With 
Billy laid up, Sam Morgan needs 
me. 
“Do a good job to-night, and you 
can,” Siles promised. “And Ill do 
like I said I would—help Morgan 
plenty and put his ranch on a payin’ 
basis.” 

“That’s all I’m needin’ to know,” 
Dave told him. “You’d better get 
back in the house now, and get to 
readin’ or somethin’ and give Letty 
a chance to elope.” 


AVE got his own pony ready 

and put him out of sight. 

Then he watched from the 

darkness. In time, Letty Siles came 

from the house, went to the corral, 

called softly to her pony. Dave 

waited until he saw the girl putting 

the bridle on, got his own pony and 
rode away. 

He knew where she was to meet 
Thorne. Dave approached the big 
cottonwood from the opposite direc- 
tion after circling. He dismounted 
behind a bunch of rocks and ground- 
hitched his pony. Afoot, he crept 
through the brush until he was close 
to the tree. 

Lew Thorne already was there, 
pacing around and smoking as he 
waited. From the distance, after a 
time, came faint hoofbeats as Letty 
Siles approached. Thorne ground 
his cigarette beneath his heel and 


gave a soft whistle. Dave saw two 
men afoot creep through the moon- 
light to his side. 

“Get back in the brush and be 
ready,” Thorne ordered. “Keep your 
horses quiet until I give the signal. 
Don’t want her to suspect any- 
thing.” 

The men disappeared. The hoof- 
beats became stronger, and finally 
Letty Siles stopped beside the tree. 

“Lew!” she called. 

“Right here, Letty!” 

Thorne mounted and rode over 
beside her. 

“I’m ready for the trip to the 
county seat,” she said. “If we’re to 
be married, we should understand 
everything, Lew, and not have se- 
crets from each other.” 

“Yeah, that’s right.” 

“Then tell me what you've 
planned, Lew. Suppose Uncle Jake 
is angry and orders me off the 
place?” 

“Oh, I'll take care of you!” 

“He may disinherit me, Lew. 
Then there won’t be any money— 
if you’re depending on that.” 

“Tf he disinherited you, I reckon 
you wouldn’t have any friendly 
feelin’s for him, would you? Maybe 
you’d want to get square with him. 
Might not object if your husband 
ran off one of his herds, huh?” 

“Oh, would you have courage 
enough to do that, Lew? Turn ban- 
dit for me?” 

Thorne laughed. “We ain’t goin’ 
to the county seat,” he said. “I’ve 
already turned bandit. We're get- 
tin’ away with a herd to-night. And 
you're goin’ to be taken to the Mexi- 
can hills and held for ransom. Only 
reason I made love to you was to get 
you to trust me enough so you'd 
meet me out here.” 

“So you’re showing your true col- 
ors now!” she said. “Let me tell you 
something, Lew Thorne! The only 
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reason I’ve pretended to fall in love 
with you was to find out what 
you're doing, so I could tell Uncle 
Jake. I knew you were up to some- 
thing. You’ve been around that 
Pete Garbitt and 

“Both of us playin’ a game, huh?” 
Thorne said, laughing. “But you 
lose, I reckon.” 

Thorne whistled and two riders 
dashed out of the brush. He laughed 
again as they stopped on either side 
of Letty Siles. One got away the 
small revolver she carried. The other 
dismounted and began lashing her 
helen together beneath her pony’s 

e 

Tf you dare do this——” 
cried. 

“The boys’ll take good care of 
you,” Thorne said. “You won’t be 
harmed. I’m leavin’ you with them 
and joinin’ Sanchez and the others, 
to help run off the herd.” 

He laughed again and rode away. 
Letty Siles was “helpless, her ankles 
tied. One of her captors took her 
reins, and the three of them started 
through the brush. 

Dave slipped through the night 
back to his own pony and got into 
the saddle. He knew the course they 
would take to the border, knew 
where they would cross the line, and 
thought they had orders to make 
haste. Dave circled a hill with the 
wind carrying the sounds of his 
progress away from them, and got 
ahead. 


E heard them coming, and 

got ready for action. He did 

not hope to take them en- 
-tirely by surprise, for such men were 
always alert for trouble. He could 
hear Letty Siles talking to them, 
begging them to turn her loose, 
guaranteeing that Jake Siles would 
amply reward them, not realizing 
that they hoped for a larger reward 


she 


through their association with San- 
chez. 

Dave ecddenly jumped his pony 
out into the moonlight and con- 
fronted them. 

“Get ’em up, hombres!” he cried. 

Even in that faint light, he could 
see them jerk the reins and go for 
their guns. Letty screamed, not 
recognizing him. 

“It’s Dave, Letty!” he barked. 

That shout identified him to the 
others, also. Already their guns 
were flaming and barking at him as 


they swerved their mounts aside. 


Dave felt the breath of a bullet on 
his cheek. He saw Letty’s pony 
swerve aside, carrying her out of 
danger. Both his adversaries were 
riding at him, their guns blazing, 
partially protected from his fire as 
they bent low over their mounts’ 
necks, 

One screamed and fell on the 
ground a-sprawl. Dave felt a burn 
on his left shoulder. Then his pony 
crashed against that of the other, 
their guns exploded almost in each 
other’s faces without effect, and they 
had grappled. 

Dave felt himself torn from the 
saddle, knew this was no weakling 
with whom he fought, but a frenzied 
bandit from whom he could expect 
no mercy. He felt hands choking 
him, kicked and squirmed, used his 
knee and hurled his adversary away 
from him. 

He had dropped his gun, could not 
find it. But the other had located 
his. It flamed, and a bullet burned 
flesh on Dave’s right side. With 
Letty’s scream ringing in his ears, 
he hurled himself forward, risking 
another bullet, crashed against the 
other in time to ruin his aim. 

Locked in each other’s arms, they 
wrestled on the ground again. But 
Dave knew the other was weaken- 
ing. His hands and forearms were 
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commencing to get: sticky. He had 
wounded his-‘man, then. 


And suddenly the other. sagged, ; 


gasped, ‘all strength gone: from him. 
Dave knew what the throaty rattle 
he heard meant. He staggered to his 


feet, gasping. He shouted to Letty : 


that: he was all Might; “2c 

‘He struck a match, looked at the 
man on the ground, and found he 
was dead. He examined the other, 
and found him dead also. Then he 
went back to the girl. 

“More dead men—more dead 
men,” she was muttering. 


“Forget that!” he snapped at her, 


ashe worked to untie her ankles. 
“Don’t you go to gettin’ hysterical 


on me now, like a fool tenderfoot.” - 


“I—I won't, Dave. Oh, ‘I was so 
afraid!” 

“T should reckon! Playin’ the 
game you were, havin’ everybody 
thinkin’ you were loco enough to fall 
in love with Lew Thorne! You 
know why your uncle hired me?” 

“You're a top hand. 

“Yeah! But he hired me to bust 
up the romance between you and 
Lew Thorne. Took me away from 
the Circle M, where I was feelin’ to 
home.” 

‘ “How funny!” she said. 

“Yeah?” Dave got on his pony. 
He was feeling a bit weak and still 
breathing heavily. “And me, I ran 
into trouble the minute I started in 
on this job. I reckon you know that 
Sanchez and Garbitt and Lew 
Thorne, with some others, are raid- 
in’ your uncle’s herd right this min- 
ute. We'd better get goin’ back.” 

She was more than willing to get 
away from the vicinity. They rode 
at a good rate of speed, and Dave 
pulled up frequently to listen. 

“J—I suppose you think I’m a 
fool,” Letty told him. 

“No, I ain’t thinkin’ that.. You 
just had it m mind to do somethin’ 


and show off, and never opp to 
think it. might not work.” 

“T hope you'll stay on at the 
Double Triangle, Dave.” 

“Sam Morgan will. 2 needin’ me 
now.” 

“Oh, Uncle Jake can send over a 


5; couple of men to work for Mr. Mor- 


gan.’ 
“Why do you want me around?” 
Dave asked. 

“Well, Dave, I’ve got to have a 
romance—a real one. And I—I 
think I could. get to like you pretty 
well.” . 

““Shucks! Startin’ another game 
now, are you?” : 

“T am. not!” she snapped. 

They stopped the ponies again for 
a breathing spell. On the wind came 
sounds of gunfire. 


CHAPTER X. 
DESTINY. 


HE herd’s nighthawks had 

been warned of what was 

coming. Heavily armed, they 
made their rounds, crooning to the 
sleeping cattle. They kept to the 
darkness as much as possible as they 
rode, and changed routes slightly. It 
was a moment of tension for the 
nighthawks. 

Trusted Double Triangle men 
slipped through the darkness to ap- 
pointed posts. The sheriff had come 
out quietly with half a dozen dep- 
uties, avoiding Smoky Gulch, pass- 
ing through the hills and keeping 
out of sight. And Clem Jones was 
there. 

Clem Jones stood revealed now as 


‘the Cattlemen’s Association man. 


He had been working quietly in the 
district for about six months, un- 
known to any. He had left Siles on 
a pretense of going to town to work 
for the blacksmith, because that 
gave him a better chance to get 
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around, a chance to watch the con- 
spirators when they met in town. 

Clem Jones and the sheriff were in 
command, and they placed their 
men so a cordon was around the 
herd, and arranged rallying places. 

The nighthawks rode and sang, 
and suddenly one of them howled a 
warning, and guns blazed. The men 
selected to do away with the night- 
hawks had not caught them off 
guard, as they had hoped. 

Those shots brought .the rest of 
the band charging through the brush 
and down upon the herd, and they 
charged so madly that they passed 
close to the waiting posse and did 
not know it. The nighthawks fled. 
The herd was rousing. Shouting 
men tried to get the animals on their 
feet and headed toward the border. 

Then the posse struck. 

Eight men had raided the herd, 
including Sanchez, Thorne and Gar- 
bitt. There were three times that 
many in the posse. The sheriff was 
determined to end the Sanchez gang 
forever in this affair. 

“Get ’em all!” he howled. “Don’t 
spare your guns!” 

Cracking weapons, wild-charging 
horses, shouting men fighting in the 
moonlight! Frenzied cattle on their 
feet and started to stampede! Men 
falling from their horses and the 
horses running wild! No quarter 
given! 

The raiders fought like fiends, 
emptying their guns. But surprise 
had caught them. Pete Garbitt fell 
from his horse a dead man. Lew 
Thorne toppled from his saddle, 
sprawled on the ground, grinned, and 
died. The others, trying to escape, 
were shot down. 

The sheriff and Clem Jones called 
the posse together. They rallied on 
the hillside, built a fire, and began 
searching the battleground. Three 
of the posse men had been wounded, 


“one seriously, Seven outlaws were 


accounted for dead. Juan Sanchez 
was missing. 

“He was here—heard him bellow- 
in’ to the others,” Clem declared. 

“Got away again,” the sheriff 
growled. “Some of you take after 
him!” He named half a dozen men 
who had fleet horses. “Get ahead 
of him if you can. You know about 
where he'll cross the line. Report 
back to me at the Double Triangle. 
We'll clean up this mess here.” 

The men rode away. The night- 


hawks came from the brush and be- 


gan trying to gather and quiet the 
cattle. The posse men put the dead 
outlaws aside to be buried on the 
morrow. 

And Juan Sanchez, cursing, rode 
wildly through the night, making for 
the haven of hills below the border. 
He had lost his best men, but luck 
had been with him—he had escaped 
himself. He promised himself he 
would recruit another band and take 
a terrible vengeance on the Double 
Triangle and Jake Siles. If the men 


had got over the line with Siles’s 


niece—— 

But Jake Siles’s niece was riding 
beside Dave Carlen at that moment, 
toward the ranch. They had heard 
the sounds of battle, had heard them 
cease, knew it was over and won- 
dered what had happened. 

“T know a short cut,” Dave said. 
“Reckon we'd better take it. Your 
uncle will be worryin’ about you.” 

“T’ll be glad to get home safe.” 

“T reckon he'll be willin’ to admit 
you're as good as a Western woman 
*thout you goin’ in much for catchin’ 
bandits. Next time you smell out a 
plot, tell some man and then ’tend 
to your knittin’.” 

“T expect you’d make an awfully 
bossy husband,” she said. 

“T don’t ever expect to be a hus- 
band. Me, I’m just a cow-puncher.” 
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“And you warned me about cow- 
punchers, if I remember rightly. 
They sit in the sun and toast their 
rheumatism. A foreman, now—he 
might be different. Or, say a part 
owner.” 

“Don’t you go to makin’ any plots 
and plans,” Dave said. “Just ‘cause 
I saved your life a couple of times, 
it don’t mean I think it belongs to 
me. Besides——” 


E ceased speaking, reined in, 

and Letty did the same. 

They heard hoofbeats again. 

And the sound of those hoofbeats 

indicated that somebody was travel- 

ing in a hurry. Dave got his gun 
out of its holster. 

“T reckon this here comin’ is one 

of them bandits tryin’ to get away,” 


he said. “You get back there in the - 


brush and stay there, Letty.” 

~ “Oh, Dave, let him go! Don’t try 
to fight him. You’ve done enough, 
and you may be hurt this time.” 

“Lettin’ outlaws go ain’t done 
hereabouts,” he explained. “A few 
more scratches won’t hurt me much. 
My clothes have been ruined as it 
is. You get back in the brush.” 

The hoofbeats were coming nearer 
rapidly. They did not hear them for 
a short time. 

“Climbin’ the slope slow and com- 
in’ right toward us,” Dave said. “T’ll 
catch him right here before he gives 
his horse the spurs again.” 

“Oh, Dave——” 

“Keep quiet and don’t fuss me, 
now! This here may be important.” 

It was Juan Sanchez who came 
riding to the crest of the slope on a 
horse that was tiring rapidly. For 
a moment Sanchez was in silhouette 
against the moonlit sky. He swerved 
toward the left, toward Dave, and 
came on with his horse at a lope, 
ready to dig with the spurs when he 
got on safe ground again. 


Dave held his qiareaay, ‘bent for- 


-ward in his saddle, moved his pony 


suddenly out into the moonlight. 

“Stop right there, hombre!” he 
barked. 

Juan Sanchez had been riding 
with gun in hand. And now it 
blazed, but in his surprise at being 
confronted he snapped a shot which 
did not strike home. Dave’s gun 
cracked a fraction of a second later. 
Then Sanchez charged him, shooting 
as he came. 

' Dave was not to escape entirely 
unscathed this time. He felt a 
smash in his left shoulder, felt his 
left arm grow numb. He pulled 
himself together and fired again and 
missed. Sanchez rode past him, their 


‘horses almost crashing together, and 


recognized him. 

“You ” the outlaw shrieked. 

Dave’s next shot missed. Another 
bullet from Sanchez’s gun grazed 
him as the horses wheeled.. Dave 
did the charging this time, knowing 
he must make a quick end of this. 

Sanchez tried to swing his horse, 
and for a moment was broadside. 
Dave’s gun cracked again, and the 
outlaw reeled in his saddle. His 
horse plunged forward, and Sanchez 


fell. 


Dave skidded his pony to a stop 
and vaulted from the saddle to run 
forward, crying to Letty Siles that 
he was all right and for her to keep 
to cover. Juan Sanchez was tossing 
on the ground, moaning, still clutch- 
ing his gun. Dave kicked it away. 

Sanchez had been creased, he saw, 
and was not dangerously hurt. So, 
Dave called to Letty to come out. 
He took the lariat from her saddle, 
and tied the outlaw’s wrists to- 
gether, and his ankles. 

“Catch up his horse for me,” Dave 
said. 

He felt too weak to do it himself. 
But, when Letty brought Sanchez’s 
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horse back, he had strength enough 
remaining to lift Sanchez and boost 
him across the saddle face down- 
ward, and lash him securely there. 

“We'll take this here outlaw back 
to the ranch,” Dave _ explained. 
“Have somethin’ to show for our 
night’s huntin’, huh?” 

“Dave, you're hurt!” 

“Just a trifle. I'll make it to the 
ranch, all right. Got one through 
the shoulder, that’s all.” 

“Oh, Dave——” 

“You goin’ to be a tenderfoot 
again?” he demanded. He got into 
his saddle with difficulty, settled 
himself, lopped the lead rope of San- 
chez’s horse around the pommel. 

“Dave, I—I’ll never be a tender- 
foot again!” she said. “If I only had 
somebody like you to—to be around 
when I feel that I’m slippin 4 

“Let’s be gettin’ home,” Dave 
said. 

They rode slowly, and he fought 
off unconsciousness. He had lost 
considerable blood, and was losing 
more. Letty Siles rode beside him. 
Juan Sanchez was moaning across 
his saddle. 

They cut across country and 
turned into the Double Triangle 
lane. Flares were burning by the 
bunk house and corral. Jake Siles 
was howling at everybody: 


“You’ve got to send men out to 
find ’em! Even across the line if 
necessary! Sheriff, dang it . 

“Here they come!” somebody 
howled. 

A moment later, Dave and Letty 
had stopped at the corral, and the 
others were crowding around them. 

“Here’s an outlaw the sheriff 
might want,” Dave said. “He was 
tryin’ to get away.” 

“He’s hurt—Dave, I mean,” Letty 
cried. “Some of you help him. He 
saved me from those men, and he 
shot this one and caught him——” 
And Letty Siles probably would 
have fainted again if her uncle Jake 
had not lifted her bodily from the 
saddle and kissed her roughly. 

“Lost some blood,’ Dave mut- 
tered. “Somebody help me down. 
Dang this here Double Triangle out- 
fit! Nothin’ but trouble around it! 
I’m goin’ back to the Circle M where 
a man can work in peace.” 

“Uncle Jake, don’t you ever let 
him!” Letty Siles cried. 

Whether Uncle Jake had anything 
to do with it or not, he never did 
go back. He stayed on the Double 
Triangle, and he married Letty Siles, 
and now Uncle Jake sits on the front 
porch in the sun and watches Dave 
run the big ranch, the while tossing 
a grandnephew on his knee. 
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WOLF IN MAN’S 


By Lloyd ‘\- 
Eric Reeve 


Author of “Hassayampa 
Influence,” etc, 


ASPER MITCH stood facing 
the seated warden in the 
prison office. He shuffled his 
feet a little, a dwarfish crea- 
ture with an ill-formed, loose 

body, a pinched, ferretlike face, a 
short upper lip which gave him the 
appearance of constantly snarling, 
even when he laughed, and a low 
forehead that bulged above bright, 
beady, furtive eyes. He stared at 
the warden and sneered; his sly, 
shifty glance was clouded with 
venom. 

Warden Jim Bailey ignored the 
sneer. He was a hard man, tall, 
florid, powerfully built, with square- 
hewn features and cold, somewhat 
scoffing eyes. For eighteen years he 
had headed this Western prison, rid- 
den herd on as wild a bunch of mis- 
fits and outcasts as ever defiled in 
blood the name of man. He had no 
illusions left—not after eighteen 
years. He divided his charges neatly 


; CLOTHING 


into three classes—those who had 
made a mistake, who served their 
time and, upon leaving, with luck, 
went straight; those who were sim- 
ply morally feeble, who left with the 
intention of going straight, but who, 
sooner or later, fell into the old loose 
ways; and that third class, these 
wolves in men’s clothing, who 
cheated, stole, murdered solely for 
the vicious, even sensuous, thrill of 
the deed itself, who were intrinsi- 
cally, mentally and physically evil. 
No amount of reasoning, punish- 
ment, or kindness could change 
these; they were the incurables. 
Whenever Bailey turned one of them 
loose upon the completion of a term, 
he had a queer sense of guilt, as 
though he were deliberately loosing 
upon the world a red-eyed, mouth- 
foaming mad dog. It was to this 
latter class, the mad dogs, that Jas- 
per Mitch belonged. Warden Bailey 
continued to gaze at him, studying. 
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him for another long moment before 
speaking. 

Mitch glared back, his shifty 
glance insolent, now that he knew 
his time was up, that the warden’s 
power over him was finally ended. 
The warden spoke slowly. 

“Mitch,” he said, “you’ve served 
your time. You walk out of here 
to-day a free man, and I hope you 
never come back. I hope you go 
straight; I’m pais you luck in go- 
ing straight.” 

Mitch’s “RA sSeiel in that 
snarling grin. 

“Yeah?” he mocked. “Sure. 
Don’t worry; I won’t be back.” 

Jim Bailey felt like a fool. It was 
the same set piece, the same lip- 
service, that he spoke to every out- 
going prisoner. It was his duty to 
say it, but he did not believe it did 
a drop of good. A man was either 
cured or he wasn’t. Nothing he 
could say at this last minute would 
make the least difference. He spoke 
again: 

“When Adam Dixon arrested you 
six years ago, Mitch, you swore that 
you would find him when you got 
out, swore to run him down, to kill 
him. I heard about that. Ive 
heard, too, in these six years of your 
term, that you’ve often repeated that 
threat.” 

Mitch shrugged. 

“Just shooting off my mouth, war- 
den,” he replied. “I was sore then. 
But I forgot all about Dixon long 
ago. Can’t even remember what he 
looks like.” 

Jim Bailey gazed at Mitch and 
knew that he was lying. He said: 

“Word is being sent to Sheriff 
Dixon of your release. Dixon is an 
old man, but he’s still a dead shot. 
He’ll be keeping his eyes peeled for 
you. Take my advice and steer clear 
of him.” 


“Sure,” answered Mitch, . and 
grinned furtively. 

Bailey gave it up. He said: 

“All right. You can go now. 
Good luck.” 

After Mitch was gone, the warden 
lighted a long black cigar. He leaned 
back in his swivel. chair, smoking 
moodily, and presently he spoke 
aloud. 

“T’ve heard tell,” he said, “how 
sometimes a rattlesnake can get so 
mad that it bites and kills itself. 
Well, it’s too dang bad that rattlers 
like. Jasper Mitch don’t do the 


same.” 
A yon one hundred miles south 
of the prison, Jasper Mitch 
dug up a sack of silver coins which 
he had buried here six years before. 
There was a muddy brown stain on 
the bag which contained these coins. 
It was from the blood of the man 
whom Mitch had murdered in steal- 
ing that money. Rubbing a claw- 
like finger against the brown stain 
on the sack, Jasper Mitch smiled to 
himself, a slow, gloating grin. 

The next day, in a near-by town, 
Mitch bought himself a six-shooter, 
cartridges, a horse and saddle. 

Two nights later, under cover of 
darkness, he rode into the little des- 
ert town of Custer City. 

Custer City was the county seat. 
It contained the office of the county 


a 


WEEK later, a a lonely can- 


‘sheriff. The name of the sheriff was 


Adam Dixon. Six years past Adam 
Dixon had arrested Jasper Mitch, 
and on that day Jasper Mitch had 
promised himself to kill Adam 
Dixon. For six confined years the 
cancerous obsession had expanded 
within his warped body, his diseased 
soul, until it became a dark mania 
absorbing all his being, his single 
purpose in life, a hungering, consum- 
ing, all-pervading passion. 


96 


‘Mitch had a friend, one of his own 


kind, in Custer City. Hiding out at: 


the friend’s cabin, he settled him- 
self to wait, waited like a coiled rat- 
tlesnake with spade head reared. 
Sooner or later he knew that some 
duty would draw the old sheriff 
alone into the farflung wastelands. 
When that happened, when every- 
thing was right, Jasper Mitch would 
follow. He would follow until the 
sheriff had left all habitation behind, 
then close in and strike. He brooded 
on how he would strike, dwelt upon 
all the hideous things he planned 
for Adam Dixon, and grinned his 
snarling grin. 

Just ten days later his chance 
came. Early that morning, only a 
short distance west of town, a Ione 
bandit halted the Custer City stage. 
Jumping his mount from a tangle 
of mesquite just as the stage horses 
slowed for a steep grade, he covered 
the driver, Tim Harbor, and the 
shotgun messenger, Dan Macey. 
There were no passengers. The ban- 
dit, his gun leveled, snapped at 
Macey and Harbor to put up their 
hands. Harbor did, but Dan Macey 
didn’t. Instead, Dan Macey grabbed 
for his shotgun, and died. The ban- 
dit swung his smoking gun back to- 
ward the driver, and nodding at 
Macey’s still twitching body, said: 

“He asked for it. What’ll yours 
be, mister?” 

Driver Tim Harbor cursed vio- 
lently. But he hadn’t a chance, and 
knew it. He gave up his shipment 
of gold, and the bandit, with over 
two thousand dollars in yellow dust, 
loped southward across that shim- 
mering world of trackless desert. 

Half an hour later Harbor, astride 
a blown and lathered stage horse, 
raced into town. He gave his ex- 
cited news to Adam Dixon. The 
‘sheriff, his tall old body a little 
stooped, his thinning hair and droop- 
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ing mustache almost snow-white 
now, listened with his usual impas- 
sive gravity? He said: 

“All right, Tim. IT’ll take right 
after him. Maybe I can get. him, 
maybe I can’t.” 

“You got to get him!” Harbor 
shouted. “TI tell you he killed Dan!” 

“Get him if I can,” Adam re- 
“Maybe I can, maybe I 


“And take a posse!” urged Harbor. 

“No,” Adam said. “No posse. 
They’d only clutter up the sign, kick 
up a dust to let that hombre know 
he was followed. I work alone.” 

He buckled on his six-shooter, 
filled a canteen with water. Moving 
methodically, yet quickly, he went 
to the corral behind the adobe office, 
saddled his big sorrel and swung 
aboard. A moment later, drifting 
past the weathered, false-fronted 
stores, on through a scattering of 
squat adobes and cabins, he rode 
into that sun-blistered infinity be- 
yond, was swallowed once more, like 
a gray old ghost of the trails, in that 
vast and deadly enigma of ancient 
land. 

Jasper Mitch, crouched behind a 
watering trough, had seen the Sheriff 
leave town. He crawled backward, 
rose, and darted furtively down an 
alley to where, just around a build- 
ing corner, a loudly talking group 
of townsmen had gathered beside 
Tim Harbor, avid for details of this 
morning’s event. Skulking there, 
Mitch heard enough to tell him what 
had happened; he knew this chase 
would draw the old peace officer deep 
into the uninhabited desert, that 
Adam Dixon was trailing a killer, 
that if he never returned from the 
hunt the assumption must be that 
the stage bandit had waited in am- 
bush, had killed him—— 

The cards were dealt at last. This 
was the perfect hand for which Jas- 
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per Mitch had been waiting for six 
long years. Slinking swiftly back to 
his hide-out cabin, he saddled his 
horse, mounted, and circled away 
from town. He peered into the heat- 
hazed south, and presently saw the 
sheriff, already small with distance, 
riding at an easy lope. He grinned. 
As a wolf watches a single sheep 
drifting away from the rest of the 
flock, and pads silently after it with 
slavering jaws and glowing, hunger- 
ing eyes, so Jasper Mitch trailed 
after Adam Dixon. 


0 | XHE old sheriff, as keen on a 
trail as a hound, had little 
difficulty in cutting the sign 

of the bandit. He took the spoor 
and rode on south, for long hours 
boring ever deeper into that illimit- 
able waste of sand, cactus, mesquite, 
and far-away purple mountains. 

Where most men would have been 
hopelessly confused, the practiced 
eye of Adam followed a plain and 
surely defined trail. So familiar was 
he with the complex face of the des- 
ert, so adept at blanking out the 
natural and expected, that it was 
only the unexpected, only some mi- 
nute deviation from the normal as- 
pect such as dim hoofprints, broken 
or bent chaparral, freshly scratched 
rock, a cigarette stub, which caught 
and held his attention. He saw only 
what he wanted to see, a _ hiero- 
glyphic story of flight. 

Shrewdly, an old hand at saving 
time on the trail, he made no at- 
tempt at constant tracking. Instead, 
determining the general course of his 
quarry, he rode forward for long dis- 
tances at a rapid pace, trying thus 
to diminish the bandit’s lead, and 
then, quartering about, again cut the 
sign, checked his course, and again 
pushed rapidly forward. 

He knew that he was gaining; be- 
fore the day was ended he and the 


fugitive ahead would likely meet. 
He thought of Dan Macey, the mur- 
dered stage guard. Dan had been 
his friend 

He rode on. Noon passed with 
flaming heat and glaring sunlight. 
The long afternoon ran its course. 
For hours the sign had been grow- 
ing steadily fresher, but it was not 
until the vast purple shadows of 
lofty western mountains were creep- 
ing slowly eastward, heralding the 
dark advance of night, that certain 
indisputable evidence finally had 
emerged to tell Adam that his 
dogged hunt was at last drawing to 
anend. The hoofprints he had fol- 
lowed all these blazing hours were 
now sluing a little to one side and 
faltering, indicating that the pur- 
sued’s mount had gone lame; and 
then, at Dead Man’s Springs half 
an hour later, where the fugitive had 
paused for water, that ordinarily 
clear pool was still clouded from the 
hasty filling of a canteen. 

Now Adam crowded the chase a 
little harder. He wanted definitely 
to sight his quarry before full dark- 
ness; otherwise, under cover of night, 
escape for the man ahead was more 
than probable. Adam was weary. 
His gaunt old body sagged in the 
saddle, but his pale-blue eyes, be- 
neath those bristling, snow-white 
brows, still watched intently ahead, 
alert, wary, hawkish. That was 
Adam’s way, to watch always ahead. 
Not once, in all these hours of steady 
riding, had he paused to study his 
own back-trail. It never occurred 
to him that a lurking menace, more 
savage even than the one he sought 
ahead, might be behind him 


A LL day, trailing silently along 


behind the sheriff, Jasper 
Mitch was gloatingly aware 
that his presence was unsuspected; 
all those blistering hours he lagged 
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just: far enough behind to assure that 
security, yet never so far as to lose 
Adam Dixon completely. 
‘Noon came, flaming noon, glisten- 
ing afternoon, and then that slow, 
subtle spread of purple twilight. 
Now, with shadows deepening like 
a hot violet mist, Mitch rode a lit- 
tle faster; drew a little closer to the 


unsuspecting sheriff. In a few min- 


utes he would make the final play, 
this deed which he had planned and 
brooded upon for six long years, had 
a thousand times savagely enacted 
in his crazed, morbid imagination. 

As he rode on he was remember- 
ing again, with that set snarl on his 
pinched, prison-sallowed face, with 
a fanatical glow brightening the 
close-set eyes, that day when Adam 
Dixon had arrested him so long ago, 
the day when Adam Dixon had re- 
vealed all the carefully gathered evi- 
dence which had doomed him to six 
hellish, tomblike years. He remem- 
bered and hated, hating Adam 
Dixon as the cause of all his own 
shortcomings, hating Adam instead 
of hating himself, dwelling on the 
hot poison of his grudge, sipping that 
poison, tasting it, savoring it, recall- 
ing the enraged oath he had taken, 
had a thousand times reiterated, his 
oath to find and kill Adam Dixon as 
soon as his term was ended. 

So engrossing was his hatred of 
Adam, this need to make Adam suf- 
fer, that he could think of nothing 
else; he had no thought, not even a 
conscious memory of Adam’s rea- 
sons for arresting him, that brutal 
robbing of a young ranch woman 
left alone for the day by her hus- 
band, the hundred other crimes he 
had successfully perpetrated in all 
the undetected years of his outlawry, 
the half dozen honest men he had 
callously killed 

Mitch’s plan was simple. He 
would lurk just far enough behind 


the old sheriff‘to escape discovery 
until darkness fell. Then he would 
dart in. ‘The sheriff would not be 
expecting any attack from behind; 
it would be easy to.jump him, to 
get the drop on him. 

Jasper Mitch smiled, that gloat- 
ing, lip-curling smile. He would dis- 
arm-old Dixon. And then he would 
kill him. Kill him, yes, but not in 
a hurry, not all at once. He would. 
kill him slowly, piece by piece. 
Dixon must recognize him, know it 
was Jasper Mitch who had caught 
him, who was taunting him. If you 
were careful where you placed your 
bullets, you could put an uncommon 
lot in a man’s body, one at a time, 
slowly, before ever touching a vital 
spot, before consciousness was lost, 
Break his bones with bullets, one by 
one. A half hour of it, an hour, 
maybe several hours. And all the 
time taunting him, all the time mak- 
ing him know that it was Jasper 
Mitch who was doing this. In no 
other way could the gnawing, con- 
suming hatred of Mitch now be sat- 
isfied. Dixon must know; for any 
one else to kill him, for the sheriff 
to die without knowing that he died 
by the hand of Jasper Mitch, would 
never do. 

As his warped mind brooded and 
gloated, the gleam in his eyes had 
become more than ever fanatical. 
So long had he savored this coming 
moment, allowed it to become the 
sole purpose of his twisted life, that 
for the time being he was no longer 
wholly sane. Yet, as Warden Jim 
Bailey would have explained, this 
could not excuse him. It could not, 
because this present obsession was 
simply the direct and inevitable re- 
sult of a reasoning, deliberately evil 
past, rooted in, expanded from, nour- 
ished by, an inherently rabid, vicious 
soul. 


Allsthe tlaciag fet or day had 
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toned to a powder-blue dusk now; 
only the far-away mountains, like 
black pyramids, still burned sullenly 
red at their summits, briefly in- 
flamed by the last glance of the van- 
ishing sun. With a cruel slashing 
of spurs Mitch lifted his jaded horse 
to a lope. He swept rapidly forward 
for half a mile, then slowed again 
as he came to a long sandy swell 
patterned with gnarled mesquite, 
greasewood, and the fluted columns 
of eternally supplicant cactus. 

Reining up and swinging to the 
ground, Mitch stole on up the slope 
afoot. He intended to scout from 
the summit, to estimate the de- 
creased distance between himself and 
the old sheriff, then slink in for the 
final deed. He had advanced only 
a: short distance, however, when he 
jerked suddenly motionless, listen- 
ing to a sharp crackle of gunfire that 
had abruptly exploded just beyond 
the crest. Startled, all in an instant 
aware that Dixon must have closed 
in with the stage bandit sooner than 
expected, Mitch instinctively jerked 
his gun, raced suddenly forward. He 
plunged over the sandy summit, 
hurled on down the slope, then slid 
to a quick, stiff-legged halt. 


IRECTLY below him, there 
in the swiftly deepening twi- 
light, he saw that cornered 

bandit and old Adam Dixon, both 
dismounted, each facing the other 
in the open, their guns blazing. At 
the same instant he saw the sheriff 
spin half around, saw his gun fly 
from his hand, saw him stagger and 
fall to one knee, clutching a wounded 
shoulder. Adam Dixon was sud- 
denly defenseless, unarmed and 
wounded, at the mercy of this fugi- 
tive he had sought to capture. He 
stared up at the bandit, impassively, 
not speaking. The bandit glared 
back. He said: 


“All right, old man; I’m letting 
you have it.” Coldly, almost casu- 
ally, he raised his gun. He took 
deliberate aim at the helpless Adam 
Dixon. 

Jasper Mitch gazed blankly. He 


-was suddenly bewildered, suddenly 


furious. because Adam Dixon, this 
man whom he hated so venomously 
and for six long years had passion- 
ately planned to kill, was now to 
be killed finally and swiftly by the 
hand of another. Everything he had 
planned, savored in the long dark- 
ness of his prison cell, was abruptly 
ended. He was cheated, thwarted, 
defeated. And then, all in an in- 
stant, an insane rage convulsed him, 
the snarling, primitive rage of one 
animal seeing another about to de- 


-prive it of its prey. Instinctively, 


not even aware of what he was do- 
ing, he jerked up his gun. He fired 
blindly, with a fury as unreasoning 
as that. of the rattlesnake so mad- 
dened that it bites and kills itself, 
deliberately fired at this bandit who 
was about to murder Adam Dixon, 
fired to kill that bandit so that Adam 
Dixon might yet remain as his own 
legitimate prey. 

The surprised bandit whirled as 
Mitch’s gun blazed. He staggered 
to one side, instinctively returned 
the fire. Mitch, screaming curses, 
rushed toward him. Their two guns 
flared, shuttled with lethal flame for 
one brief instant, thundered hol- 
lowly. Then Mitch saw the ban- 
dit collapse suddenly, mortally 
wounded. But that bandit, even as 
he collapsed, fired one last shot. In 
that instant Jasper Mitch felt some- 
thing like a thunderbolt explode be- 
tween his own eyes. He saw a blind- 
ing flash of white light. Then there 
wasn’t any light. Phere wasn’t any- 
thing at all 

Old Adam Dixon, confused, still 
dazed from bullet shock, struggled 
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slowly to his feet. He stood there 
‘swaying. His whole right shoulder 
seemed shorn away, yet, as he ex- 
amined it, he saw that the wound 
was not particularly serious. He 
bound it up with his shirt, and then 
made his faltermg way to the fallen 
bandit. 

The bandit was dead. Adam 
sighed. Turning, he looked up the 
slope. He wondered what strange 
twist of fate had caused his miracu- 
lous survival to-night. Who had 
been his mysterious rescuer, this man 
who had suddenly shot the bandit 
and who, in turn, had himself been 
killed? Pondering, Adam climbed 
slowly up the slope to that other 
body, turned it over. He stared 


down in the dimming light at the 
sallow, ferretlike face, at the round 
bullet hole in the middle of the fore- 
head. Suddenly he recognized the 


man. Jasper Mitch! That hombre 
he had sent up six years before! And 
now he had returned to give his own 
life to save the life of the man who 
had arrested him, to save the very 
man he had openly vowed to kill. 

Adam Dixon stood there a long 
time, staring down. He was bewil- 
dered and somehow chastened. All 
his life he had believed himself a 
judge of men. Yet he had thought 
Jasper Mitch was a beast, a mad 
dog, a man without a single human 
virtue. Yet this same Jasper Mitch, 
happening along and seeing a mur- 
der about to be committed, had 
ealmly given his own life to prevent 
that murder. Must have been a 
streak of real decency somewhere 
deep inside this Jasper Mitch. It 
just went to show, Adam mused, how 
wrong you could go, trying to judge 
your fellow men. 
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MORE DEER 


mals in nearly every State where they live. To protect their own 


l NHE hunters who kill deer are responsible for the increase of the arti- 


interests, hunters have sponsored laws to conserve big game. 

In Colorado, where there have been heavy kills, the deer have increased 
from 45,000 to 50,000 in five years. In Montana, last year alone, the deer 
mcrease was from 9,000 to 64,000. Other States show similar upswings. 
Every State permits deer hunting in the fall, and all but Modoc County, 
California, allow the hunter two bucks. Oregon insists that the two deer 
be blacktails. Idaho allows shooting of does. Doe killing is also legal in 
Arizona’s Kaibab Forest. Minnesota protects only its fawns. Fawns and 
does may be hunted in Wyoming as well as bucks in three of its counties. 

One reason for the increase -f big game is the work done by trappers 
in killing off coyotes, wolves, anc’ mountain lions. It is getting so that it is 
harder to find the offending varmints than the elusive deer upon which they 
are wont to prey. 


Textbook Deputy 


By 


HERIFF JOE COOK— 
dusty, drawn, dejected—en- 
tered his office in Monte 
Vista to surprise his deputy, 
“Shorty,” eased back in a 

chair, with his boots cocked up on 

the desk, completely submerged in a 

big red book. 

“Hey!” growled the sheriff, as he 
bounced across the room like a big 
rubber balloon, all ready to explode. 
“You don’t figure you’re going to 
find old Stocking Cap in that book, 
do you?” 

Shorty glanced up just in time to 
wince and dodge. He was so 
startled that he let his cigarette drop 
to his lap, sparks flying. Then he 
really did jump—out of the chair— 
and the sheriff seized the book on 
the fly. 


' Author of “The Falcon Holiday,” etc, 
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“T’ve been busy!” protested 
Shorty, in an injured tone. “I just 
rode in a few minutes before you 
arrived, boss; I was just relaxing!” 

Sheriff Cook had put his spectacles 
on his nose and had lifted his head, 
except for the lower jaw, and was in- 
specting the book’s cover. 

“Ugh!” he said, just as if he had 
taken a large tablespoon of some 
terrible-tasting medicine. ‘Magic, 
the Black Art,’ eh? You sure pick 
the phony fables when you do read, 
nitwit! If you interested yourself in 
a good mail-order catalogue, or 
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something else. of real modern. im- 
portance——” 

Shorty licked his lips. 
tempted to switch the sheriff’s train 
of thought over to a sidetrack, where 
there was less danger of a collision. 

“You didn’t find—er—no trace— 
of old Stocking Cap, boss?” 

Sheriff Cook banged the book 
down on the desk. The imkwell 
danced. 

-“No—I didn’t find no trace of old 
Stocking Cap!” answered the sheriff, 
belligerently.. “I rode all over the 
Black Bear section, too. I’m worn 
to.a frizzle! I come in dripping per- 
spiration and disappointment to find 
you snuggled up with a dog-gone 
book on magic! I declare, I’m fed 
up.” 

- Shorty edged away a little as he 
saw the fire smoldering in the sher- 
iff’s eyes. It was best, he knew from 
experience, to be out of reach when 
those eyes flamed. After all, blister- 
ing language wouldn’t do more than 
singe hair. 

“T done considerable riding to-day 
myself,” defended Shorty, alertly. 
“I went up Chicago Creek, above 
Idaho Springs, and circled around 
Echo Lake and came down Golden 
Gate Canyon, and 

“You have that blasted book with 
you all the time?” 


suspicious. 
“Why, yes,” admitted Shorty, 
weakly. “You see, sir, I = 


“Then you could have ridden in 
circles all over the State of Colorado 
and never seen hide nor hair of old 
Stocking Cap!” snapped Cook, de- 
cisively. “I can see you in action, 
numskull. Jogging along, a ciga- 
rette dangling from the left end of 
your lower lip, spilling ashes down 
your vest, and your nose buried in 
that’ book except when you had to 
take it out to turn another page! 


‘He at- 


The tone was 
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‘You. probably passed. old cee 


Cap twice.” 
There was a glitter i in Shorty’ s 
eyes now, and high color in his face. 
“Listen, boss, I ain’t exactly 
loco!” exclaimed’ Shorty. “T seen a 
horse that I figured 


\HERIFF COOK was still very 
angry. He laughed sarcas- 
tically, and his expression was 

full of bitterness as he turned 
fiercely on Shorty. 

“You seen a horse as you turned 
over a page, eh? Well, I'll tell you 
what I seen! I seen twelve prairie 
dogs, three pocket gophers, one small 
gray squirrel, one big tasseled tim- 
ber squirrel, several chipmunks, a 
sparrow hawk, a magpie, one old 
Lazy J cow, two of them wild burros 
from the old Smuggler mine district, 
a red-headed woodpecker. 

“This horse I seen,” cut in Shorty, 
desperately. 

“Oh, yes,” went on Sheriff Cook, 
icily. “I recall I saw four nice 
friendly rabbits, too. But what’s a 
rabbit? I expect, after reading that 
blamed magic book all afternoon, 
that you can pull rabbits right out 
of your hat now? How about going 
into the rabbit business? But you 
got to be careful, keeping a bunch 
in your hat, when you got your hat 
on—rabbits and belfry bats aren’t 
any too friendly, I’ve heard!” 

“This horse,” said Shorty once 
again, as he leaned against a chair. 

“These rabbits,” corrected the 
sheriff grimly. “Well, listen, son! 
If you’re going to dabble in any 
black art around here, I got one tip 
for you! Don’t pull no rabbits out 
of any hats! You’d better pull old 
Stockmg Cap out of his refuge! 
Don’t bother practicing any optical 
delusions. The only optical matter 
I’m interested in right now is to lay 
my eyes on old Stocking Cap.. If he 
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has bars festooned across his mug 
T’ll be better pleased! And to-mor- 
row: e 

“Yes, sir?” Shorty’s tone was 
wearied now, lacking in enthusiasm. 

“To-morrow you ride over the 
Dallas divide country—the high 
country, where the wind will blow 
the pages out of that danged book 
if you take it along,” said the ex- 
asperated sheriff. “Next day, Thurs- 
day, you cover the Placerville region 
thoroughly. Friday, if we don’t 
have no trace of old Stocking Cap 
meantime, supposing you comb the 
Ophir district, and then Saturday 
you can ride over to Gunsight ee 

“Not Saturday,” said Shorty 


hastily. 

“What’s that?” asked Sheriff 
Cook, sternly. 

“Saturday,” said Shorty, equally 


sternly, it seemed, “happens to be 
rodeo day in this town! I’m com- 
peting in one of the events. I’m go- 
ing in one of the races. You can’t 
get me out of town on that day, sir, 
whether or not we ever catch old 
Stocking Cap. Im staying. here, 
Saturday, for the rodeo. You can 
smoke that in your—your cigar!” 

Sheriff Cook nodded his head 
thoughtfully at that outburst. 

“Why, of course, of course!” he 
muttered, lowering his voice. “I’d 
forgotten about the rodeo. You'll 
be needed in town, at the park, that 
day, anyway. We won’t press our 
search that day for old Stocking 
Cap!” 

Shorty smiled. He opened his 
mouth to say more words to his 
superior, but he thought better of 
the action, and said nothing. Shorty 
knew that the sheriff had gone hay- 
wire over “Stocking Cap” and his 
capture. Well, old Stocking Cap 
was a problem, at that. He had 
been raiding the countryside for 
weeks now, holding up isolated ranch 


houses, sticking up riders here and 
there, looting cabins, terrorizing 
women and children. Nobody knew 
just exactly what the bandit looked 
like, however, since he operated 
after dusk, and since he also wore a 
mask that was a knockout in the 
way of masks. He wore a big stock- 
ing cap, with holes cut in it for his 
eyes, pulled well down over his head. 
The cap also served to muffle his 
voice, so that his victims could not 
describe it. 

Old Stocking Cap’s rampages had 
become so numerous, that the out- 
lying districts of Sheriff Cook’s bali- 
wick were “turning on the heat” in 
the direction of the sheriff’s office, 
pressing for the immediate capture 
of the outlaw before he struck again. 
Sheriff Cook and Shorty had tried 
manfully to find the robber and 
arrest him. But they had suffered 
a lot of bad luck. With virtually no 
description to go on, no knowledge 
of where he might strike next, the 
officers had been handicapped in 
their hunt. The chase had now be- 
come a nightmare to Sheriff Joe 
Cook. 

“Dog-gone it!” said the sheriff, 
suddenly, coming out of his brood- 
ings, “Old Stocking Cap has got me 
where I don’t know what day it is, 
or nothing else! I’d plumb, clean 
forgot all about the rodeo Saturday!” 

Shorty, who had surreptitiously 
retrieved his red book from the 
sheriff’s desk, felt safer now. He 
smiled sorrowfully at the sheriff. 

“T never forget a rodeo date,” he 
remarked, “and this year, par- 
ticularly, I’m not overlooking the 
day. I’m entering a mustard-coated 
mustang—— 

ne what?” asked the startled 
Cook, lifting his shaggy eyebrows. 

“A mustard-coated mustang, I 
calls him!” explained Shorty. “He’s 
a wild horse I’m entering in the 
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wild-horse race. He’s a pip! He’s 
a mustard yellow with a black mane 
and tail. And is he salty? Say, his 
disposition is all mustard, too, but 
TI figure he’s fast as a young jack 
rabbit, and if I can successfully fork 
him I might take the first prize in 
the race!” 

Sheriff Cook had a far-away look 
in his tired eyes. 

“Meantime,” he said, grimly. 
“We got to pursue our search for old 
Stocking Cap! I certainly hopes and 
prays, most fervently, that we have 
that rascal in the hoosegow come 
rodeo day!” The sheriff thought of 
something else and his drooping 
head came up with a snap. “And 
mind you, Shorty, if I catch you 
riding out with your nose glued in 
that magic book YH sure enough 
boot you clean down to Conifer, if 
not as far as Shaffer’s Crossing. 
You got to specialize on old Stock- 
ing Cap *tween now and Saturday!” 

“Yes, sir!’ answered Shorty, 
promptly. 


UT it seemed to the sheriff, 
later, that Shorty followed 
out orders only fifty-fifty. 

True, the sheriff did not see Shorty 
fumbling. around with the book of 
magic again. But he heard plenty 
of echoes about Shorty’s new brain- 
storm—the mustard-colored mus- 
tang. It appeared that every one in 
Monte Vista and near by had heard 
about the wonder horse that Shorty 
was bragging about entering in the 
wild-horse race at the Saturday 
show. The frowning sheriff heard 
the chatter on all sides and it did 
not make him feel any better. He 
figured that Shorty was probably 
too much interested in his yellow 
cayuse to be doing much work on 
the robbery case. But in that par- 
ticular the sheriff was wrong, it de- 
veloped. A little checking on Cook’s 


part, on Wednesday afternoon, re- 
vealed the fact that Shorty was up 
in the Dallas Divide sector, search- 
ing for the bandit, according to 
orders. Again on Thursday Sheriff 
Cook, busy_on other details of the 
search, took enough time to make 
sure that Shorty had gone over to 
the Placerville district, according to 
the program. Sheriff Cook began to 
feel a bit friendlier toward his youth- 
ful deputy. 

“He’ s following out orders, any- 
way,” Cook grunted. “Even though 
he may be riding that magic horse 
and reading that mustard-coated 
book—or maybe I got that back- 
ward; he’s still on the job, physically, 
at least!” 

But on Friday morning the sheriff 
got the jolt of his life! 

Shorty came into the office look- 
ing like a refugee from a cyclone. 
He was swathed in bandages. He 
had his head turbaned up like an 
East Indian’s, one arm in a make- 
shift sling, and he limped slightly. 
The odor of liniment was strong. 
Sheriff Cook stared in amazement. 

“Don’t worry,’ said Shorty, 
swiftly. “I ain’t bad hurt. I’m just 
bruised a little and scratched a bit. 
You see——” 

“You didn’t tangle with old Stock- 
ing Cap?” cried the sheriff. “You 
didn’t let him get away from you, 
Shorty? Don’t tell me that 

“No,” said Shorty, shaking his 
head. “I ain’t seen hide nor hair of 
old Stocking Cap, boss. He didn’t 
do all this to me. You see, I been 
sort of working on that mustard- 
coated mustang, before and after 
office hours, and he’s a pretty rough 
customer. However, I’m going to 
ride him to-morrow. I just came in 
to report that I’m heading up to the 
Ophir territory, according to your 
orders. I ain’t got much hope of 
locating the outlaw, though. We 
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haven’t got enough to goon, to my 
way of thinking!” 

Sheriff Cook looked distressed in- 
deed. 

“Shorty, you can’t ride clear over 
to the Ophir region in the condition 
you are in,” declared the sym- 
pathetic Cook. “You  couldn’t 
weather it, son. And, sorry as I am 
to say it, I don’t figure you ride in 
any rodeo to-morrow, either, from 
the way you look! You're just an 
idiot to mess around with that wild 
cayuse and get hurt! I'll tell you 
what i 


“Yes, sir?” asked Shorty, quietly, 


even humbly. 

“T’ll take the Ophir district,” said 
the sheriff, generously. “You stay 
in the office here and keep house 
while ’'m away. I’ve put out tele- 
grams to all neighboring sheriffs, as 
you know, on old Stocking Cap, and 
I’ve been hopeful that I’d get good 
news about his capture from one of 
them. If such happy tidings do 
come in, you handle the details of 
getting the bandit back here. But 
Tl take over your Ophir assign- 
ment!” 

“Thank you, boss!” 
Shorty, gratefully enough. 

Sheriff Cook made hurried prep- 
aration to start. He busied himself 
about his desk, looked over his guns, 
arranged his morning mail neatly, 
and then, when the chance came that 
he was waiting for, he seized it. He 
seized Shorty’s red book, and stuck 
it under his shirt. If Shorty was go- 
ing to remain in the office there was 
no good reason, Cook thought, why 
temptation should be left behind 
with him. So Cook got the book. 
A few minutes later the sheriff de- 
parted for the Ophir region, the book 
under his shirt. 

“I slickered him that time!” 
thought the sheriff, smugly. 

But once in the Ophir section 


answered 


“and with their horses. 


Sheriff Cook got another jolt. Al- 
most every one he met wanted to 
know about Shorty’s new mustard- 
coated mustang. It seemed that the 
animal had been well advertised in 
that district. The sheriff answered 
the first questions with other ques- 
tions. : 

“Where did you folks hear about 
Shorty’s mustard-coated mustang?” 

“Why,” came the answers, readily 
enough, “Shorty was over in the 
Placerville area yesterday and he 
told every one over there about the 
wonder wild horse! Where did he 
get it, anyway? What did he pay 
for it? Is it really as wonderful as 
Shorty says it is, sheriff? It must 
be a miracle horse!” 

Sheriff Cook grunted at the bar- 
rage of questions. He flushed, too. 

“T ain’t seen the critter! I don’t 
know or care where that nitwit 
Shorty got it. All I can say is that 
it’s sure wild enough, anyway!” 

As the sheriff rode on, endeavor- 
ing to get a lead somewhere on old 
Stocking Cap, he ran into further 
questions about Shorty’s yellow 
horse. There was plenty to hear on 
that subject, it seemed, but precious 
little information regarding the pos- 
sible whereabouts of the outlaw. In 
fact, no one in the Ophir region 
seemed as interested in old Stocking 
Cap as they appeared to be in 
Shorty’s mustard-coated mustang. 
Sheriff Cook grew angrier as he 
progressed through the Ophir sec- 
tion. 

“Of course,” he groaned, “folks 
out here are naturally horse-crazy. 
They live for their horses, by, from, 
Horse is al- 
ways their main topic of conversa- 
tion. But that doesn’t excuse 
Shorty none at all! I can see now 
what that vacuum-noodled deputy 
has been doing all week! He’s been 
bragging about that blamed cayuse 
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to the exclusion of all other matters. 
He’s gone to the places I sent him, 
sure enough, but he’s talked horse 
instead of old Stocking Cap! That’s 
a pretty how-do-you-do!” 


HE sheriff’s face grew more 

purple as he proceeded. It 

seemed as though every Tom, 
Dick, and Harry—not to mention 
every Nellie, Jane and Flora—had 
heard about Shorty’s yellow cayuse. 
Invariably the conversation always 
drifted that way despite the sheriff’s 
best efforts to prevent it. Finally, 
in disgust, Sheriff Cook turned his 
horse homeward. He had covered 
the greater part of the section, any- 
way, and he was too mad to do 
further efficient sleuthing. He 
thought dark thoughts as he made 
for Monte Vista. 

“Shorty should have been a cow- 
boy instead of a deputy sheriff!” he 
grumbled. “But maybe he’d be a 
poor cowpoke, at that! He’d con- 
taminate the cattle with his fool 
ideas, notions, hobbies, habits, and 
other ie 

Sheriff Cook suddenly remembered 
the red book under his shirt. A sar- 
donic light glittered in his eyes. He 
pulled his horse up under the ample 
shade of a big golden willow beside 
the trail and reached for the volume. 

“No harm in glancing at the 
blamed thing!” said Cook, ap- 
parently to his horse. “Maybe if it 
tells how to get rabbits out of hats, 
it might also say how to get bandits 
out of nowhere!” He read the title 
on the flaming cover—‘Magic, The 
Black Art”—and then opened the 
book hastily. But the fly leaf said 
something else. The sheriff’s eyes 
widened as he saw there: “What 
Not To Overlook In Sleuthing, by 
W. B. C. Hawkins, Esq., late of 
Scotland Yard.” The sheriff stared 
at the type for a full minute. Then, 
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licking his thumb, he hurriedly 
turned a rage, to find Chapter One, 
and to see it entitled, “Minor Clues.” 
With a snort the sheriff skimmed on 
through the book. It was quite evi- 
dently a treatise on detecting! He 
turned back to examine the binding 
and let out an enraged exclamation. 

“Blast him! After me telling him 
I never wanted to see him reading 
these fool detective textbooks again, 
he goes and pastes a fake cover on 
one to outwit me!” 

The sheriff stood up in his stirrups 
and drew back his good right arm 
and hurled the offending volume 
high, wide and handsome. He saw 
it fall, with a splash, in Tarryall 
Creek. He watched it float, bobbing, 
fluttering, downstream. He knew it 
would eventually reach the Big Blue, 
then the Colorado, and, at last, the 
Pacific Ocean. 

“Every time that idiot reads such 
a book he goes nutty for weeks, try- 
ing out new schemes to catch crim- 
inals, with me in the dark all the 
time!” declared the sheriff. “Well, 
that book is gone! He’ll do no more 
studying of it, by glory! Wait until 
I see him at the office—I’ll tongue 
lash him until he wishes he never 
knew anybody by the name of 
Sheriff Joe Cook!” 

But, back in Monte Vista, the 
irate sheriff could not find Shorty. 
It was after business hours when the 
sheriff returned, and the office was 
locked up. Shorty, no doubt, was 
out fooling around with the mustard- 
coated mustang. The sheriff, acting 
on that hunch, made for Shorty’s 
home. But Shorty was not there. 
And he was not at the corral down- 
town, nor at the several feed stables. 
The sheriff hurried to the rodeo 
grounds, certain he would locate him 
there. But he didn’t. Shorty, it 
seemed, had dropped from sight 
completely. -However, Sheriff Cook 
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did locate several people who had 
seen Shorty late that afternoon, 
hobbling around in all his gauze, 
lotions, and misery. No one knew, 
though, where Shorty was keeping 
the yellow horse. 


So, perforce, the sheriff postponed. 


his session with his erring deputy 
until the next morning. He.thought 
he did, that is. Morning, however, 
did not produce Shorty. At noon, a 
few minutes before the rodeo pro- 
gram was scheduled to start, the 
sheriff went to the grounds. He 
spent a few minutes asking for 
Shorty, and then gave it up as a bad 
job. There were other matters to 
occupy. his time, anyway. A huge 
crowd had assembled and the rodeo 
committee wanted the sheriff to do 
several things immediately. They 
wanted a guard down at the ticket 
window. They wanted a deputy to 
keep the entrants’ gate clear. They 
wanted another deputy to be in the 
infield during some of the events. 
The sheriff, muttering vaguely about 
Shorty, hastily deputized several 
friends he saw in the crowd, and sent 
these special men to their various 
posts. 

“Wait until I see that yahoo 
Shorty!” Cook promised himself. 

But when he did see Shorty he 
could do nothing. Shorty, still with 
a bandage around his head, came out 
onto the track, accompanied by two 
young helpers and a very frisky yel- 
low horse. The sheriff remembered 
then what the next event was. It 
was the wild-horse race. 

“After the race I'll get him and 
tell him something!” decided Cook. 
“That is, if that mustard mustang 
doesn’t kill him beforehand!” 

_The yellow cayuse was a likely- 
looking animal, at that. It was 


wiry, alert and full of spirit.. It had- 


a beautiful yellow coat, just the 
color of mustard. Everybody near 


the sheriff was talking about it, but 
it seemed that few figured Shorty 
had a chance to win. 

“When Shorty tried to get on him 
the other day that yellow devil 
bounced him on his ear!” said one 
man within the sheriff’s hearing. 

“Yes,” agreed another, “Shorty 
admits the critter is a killer!” 


HERIFF COOK grunted. He 
thought very uncomplimentary 
things about his deputy’s in- 
telligence. What sense was there in 
risking one’s life on a crazy wild 
horse just to win a rodeo race? It 
was all nonsense—just like that 
goofy book on sleuthing by that 
Scotland Yard bird! The sheriff 
looked on, grimly, as the judges gave 
the word for the contestants to start 
saddling their wild mounts. In this 
race the regulations allowed each 
rider two assistants to help hold the 
plunging, squirming cayuse and to 
help saddle. The saddle had to re- 
main on the ground until the 
officials gave the word to go. Then 
each rider, aided by his two helpers, 
sought to saddle hurriedly, mount, 
and start off in the right direction 
down the track. No bridles were 
allowed, only halters. The first rider 
completing the circuit of the track 
was the winner. Often, however, a 
number of the unbroken cayuses 
would run in the wrong direction, or, 
starting off in the right direction, 
might even approach the finish line, 
well in the lead, only to swing, pivot, 
and tear off the way they had so 
lately come. The wild-horse race 
was a wild race, indeed! 
“Pastime for idiots!” 
Sheriff Cook, graphically. 
But the judges had given the 
word, and the track was now a bed- 
lam of seething action. Shorty, it 
appeared, was having more than his 
share of difficulty in getting the 
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mustard-coated horse saddled. The 
animal fought at the end of the lariat 
and successfully eluded Shorty and 
his assistants for a few moments. 
At length Shorty managed to plop 
the saddle down on the twisting yel- 
low back. It took but a split second 
to secure the cinch. Then Shorty 
leaped aboard—but meanwhile, 
several of the other contestants had 
made faster starts! 

Shorty swung the yellow mustang 
in the right direction with apparent 
difficulty. The horse, however, 
seemed to be ready to quit fidgeting 
now and really run. There were 


cheers and shouts for this rider and 


that, but a gentleman standing at 
the rail, fourth from the sheriff, on 
the right, seemed to be really a 
booster for Shorty! 

“You yellow horse! Run, you 
devil, run! You can do it! Run!” 

The sheriff looked at this rabid 
Shorty fan. The man was a total 
stranger, probably a visitor from 
Del Norte, Alamosa, or Center, 
thought Cook. But as the fellow 
continued to root, feverishly, for 
Shorty’s horse the sheriff saw Frank 
Wilson, the druggist, edge up to the 
man. Frank caught the sheriff’s eye 
and grinned. But the sheriff was too 
mad to grin back. 

The race, it seemed, was going 
furiously. Shorty was about fifth. 
No, he was fourth, seeing the silly 
leader had swung sharply, leaped the 
infield fence and taken his protesting 
rider across the field. Now, as 
Sheriff Cook stared, really interested, 
Shorty forged up to third place. 

“Come on, you yellow son-of-a- 
gun!” the stranger was whooping, 
frantically. “Come on home, baby! 
Come on, you yellow-jacket devil!” 

Now Shorty was neck and neck 
with a long-legged roan, fighting it 
out for second place. The sheriff 
clung to the rail and found himself 


getting ready to yell. But the 
stranger beat him to it. 

“Run, you yellow streak of light- 
ning, you!” the man was yelling, 
feverishly. “You can do it, boy! 
You old renegade! Run, blast. you, 
run!” 

The sheriff cupped his hands to 
shout encouragement to Shorty, 
but just at that second the mustard- 
coated mustang veered violently to 
the right, and seemed to be coming 
straight across the track to where 
the sheriff stood. Several of the by- 
standers leaped away from the fence, 
expecting a tremendous thud as the 
mustang struck. But the horse did 
not hit. He stopped as Shorty 
leaped, lightly, from his back. 
Shorty landed running. He con- 
tinued to run. He vaulted the fence 
easily, even as a bay horse won the 
race and the long-legged roan came 
in second. 

“Hey, you blithering idiot!” called 
Sheriff Cook, exasperated at his 
deputy’s antics. “You had a good 
chance to se 

But Shorty paid no heed to the 
sheriff’s outburst. In fact, he did 
not appear to even hear his master’s 
voice. Instead, Shorty was making 
straight for Frank Wilson, the sheriff 
saw. And, in consternation, the 
sheriff also saw that Frank Wilson 
was struggling violently with the 
stranger who had been rooting so 
hard for Shorty. The crowd closed 
in about the battlers just as Sheriff 
Cook, rallying his wits, rushed in 
that direction. 

When he elbowed through, the 
sheriff saw Shorty had the stranger 
subdued. 

“What’s coming off — here?” 
shouted Cook, pompously. “You 
had that race all but won, Shorty, 
until you ditched it to rush over to 
horn in on this argument. What 
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you holding that guy for? He was 
yelling his head off for you in the 
race! What’s the argument, Frank 
Wilson?” 

But it was Shorty and not Frank 
Wilson who made reply. 
- “No argument at all, boss 
gasped Shorty, breathlessly. “The 
stunt worked, that’s all! I didn’t 
want to win the.race! It wouldn’t 
have been: fair. The yellow horse 
is no wild horse! I just pretended 
it was, faked the reputation for him, 
fooled folks with the bandages. I 
found that yellow critter out in the 
timber, bridled and saddled, early 
this week. I tried to tell you about 
him, but you were too mad to listen. 
So I planned this stunt, advertising 
it well, thinking maybe the owner 
would come in to see him or to try 
to get him back and would give him- 
self away. I stationed Frank Wilson 
and a few other fellows through the 
crowd to grab the gent if he showed 
any great interest in that mustard 
mustang—and Frank got the right 

vie “ 
Sheriff Cook looked hard at the 
stranger. Still he did not recognize 
him. 

“Allow me,” grinned Shorty, “to 
introduce good old Stocking Cap to 
you, sheriff. Oh, don’t look so 
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dubious. He’s practically admitted 
his identity. He had this stocking 
cap, with the holes cut out of it, in 
his pocket!” 

Shorty held up the stocking cap, 
triumphantly. 

“Fine,” said the sheriff, in a flat 
tone. “Nice work, Shorty—but lis- 
ten, I guess there’s enough boys 
holding on to that bird to keep him 
safe. You come to one side a 
minute, will you, please?” 

“Sure,” agreed Shorty, coming. 

“Tell me, please,’ whispered the 
amazed Cook, “how you figured the 
yellow horse you found was the 
property of this Stocking Cap bozo? 
We never had a description on his 
horse, did we? What made you 
jump to the conclusion the horse be- 
longed to him and would lure him to 
town, to-day?” 

“That book I was reading on 
sleuthing warned me not to overlook 
the merest trifles, for one thing,” said 
Shorty solemnly, and the sheriff 
winced; “and for a second thing, I 
found the two round pieces of cloth 
the bird had cut from the stocking 
cap in one of the saddle pockets on 
the saddle on the yellow horse! 
Wasn’t that enough, boss?” 

“Too much,” answered the sheriff, 
“for me!” 


In Next Week’s Issue, “BETTER THAN GOLD,” 
by LESLIE GORDON BARNARD. 


BEATING NATURE 


AN either beats or thwarts Nature at every turn. Now, the 

M Colorado River is to be split up into several lakes. If one lake is 

short of water, engineers fix it so that water may be pumped into 

it from another. The proposed Shadow Mountain Lake will be made by 

damming the north fork of the Colorado River. Next to this is the pro- 

posed Granby Reservoir covering 6,754 acres from which water may be 
pumped into Shadow Mountain Lake when necessary. 


Interesting And True 
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A BLACK WING GRASSHOPPER WITH A SIX-INCH 
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ARIZONA BY 0R.E. 0. BALL. 


US SOUTHERN "CORN PONE“IS OF INDIAN 


ORIGIN.IT COMES FROM THE POWHATAN"A PAN? 
MEANING SOMETHING BAKED. 


INDIANS PAINTED THEMSELVES MORE FOR 
CAMOUFLAGE THAN FOR THE PURPOSE OF 
MAKING THEMSELVES HIDEOUS TO FRIGHTEN 
THEIR ENEMIES, 


ELLIOTT S. BARKER 
KILLED A MOUN- 
TAIN LION WITH 
A CLUB. 


Mr. Young will pay one dollar for any usable Western “Interesting And 
True” features which readers may send him in care of Street & Smith’s 
Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. Return 
postage must be included for suggestions found unsuitable. 


Lone Creek Outlaw 


By CLIFF 
WALTERS 


Author of “Sheep Sharp,” etc. 


HE twisting, 
black bronc had thrown its 
rider. And now, front feet 
pawing the air, he had 
turned to trample the life 


squealing 


out of the man. For an instant the 
shadow of death hovered over the 
round corral there on the bank of 
Lone Creek. But only for an in- 
stant. 

Steve Thorpe, angling his aimless 
way down into the little valley, had 
seen the hard-thrown rider crash 
against the corral fence. Immedi- 
ately Steve had a destination. He 
spurred ahead, swung from his sad- 
dle over into the corral, and fought 
the black away with his quirt. 

Later investigation proved that 
the thrown man, middle-aged Irve 


Willowfield, had suffered no broken 
bones. He managed to sit up, mum- 
ble thanks to Steve, and then turn 
expressionless gray eyes on the 
defiant black bronce. 

“Hard to handle, these chromos 
that have run for eight years without 
a rope on ’em,” he said. ‘Well, he 
took the first trick. Maybe he’d 
took the whole pot if you hadn’t hap- 
pened along, Steve Thorpe. But I'll 
ride him yet.” 

“Not now, though,” Steve cau- 
tioned as the older man, struggling 
to his feet, started for the black. 
“You’ve had a hard jolt, pard.” 

“Yeah, but he’ll turn outlaw if he 
ain’t——” 

“Right. But why not give me a 
whirl at him?” 
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“Ten dollars if you ride him to a 
standstill,” offered Irve Willowfield. 

“Five would look like a lot just 
now.” 

Steve rode the black, all right; rode 
him until there wasn’t another jump 
left in him. 

Old Irve looked at the victorious 
younger man and said: 

“Tl make it fifteen dollars. Dang! 
You’ve sure got a lot of saddle bal- 
ance. Say, Ive got some more 
broncs ve 


HREE years later, blue-eyed 
Steve Thorpe and Irve Wil- 


lowfield were partners in the 


little horse ranch there in Lone Val- 


ley. Not entirely, perhaps, because 
Steve had saved the other man’s life 
three years ago. Steve earned his 
share. He did all the “twisting.” 
And he mapped out a plan of run- 
ning wild horses that netted the Lone 
Valley horse ranch quite a bunch of 
tangle-maned mares. 

At times Steve grew tired of Lone 
Valley, that bad-land-bound place so 
remote from the rest of the world. 
Few riders passed that way. The 
nearest town, Clayville, was forty 
miles to the south. And Steve was 
one who had always mingled freely 
with men. He had ridden from ranch 
to ranch, breaking horses. He was 
at home in a hundred bunk houses 
of Wyoming and Montana. Dozens 
of cow towns had heard the clink of 
his quickly spent dollars. 

What old Irve Willowfield had 
done in years prior remained a mys- 
tery to Steve. Whatever the past 
had held for the older pard was 


masked behind those gray, some- 


times brooding, eyes of his. Yet a 
bond had grown between these two 
men, one strong enough to hold 
Steve down to steady work and re- 
sponsibility. Yet destiny is no re- 
specter of bonds, however stanch. 


Perhaps it was destiny that sent 
four riders angling down into the 
dusk-veiled depths of Lone Valley 
one summer night. Steve, sitting 
there smoking with old Irve in the 
doorway of the cabin, saw the on- 
coming riders and said: 

“Well, if we ain’t havin’ com- 
pany!” He smiled a little at the 
prospect. 

But he saw that old Irve wasn’t 
smiling. His pard’s eyes were focused 
on the man riding in the lead, a burly 
man whose left shoulder was enough 
higher than the right that it gave 
him the appearance of leaning to one 
side. Old Irve seemed to tense a 
little as the four riders came nearer. 

Then “Tip” Malvreen, the man in 
the lead, whooped to his three com- 
panions: 

“Hey, fellers! 
found!” 

“Trve Willowfield!” chorused two 
of his men. 

Big Malvreen stepped off his 
weary horse, advanced with right 
hand extended. But something he 
saw in old Irve’s gray eyes caused 
him to stop. 

“What’s wrong?” he bristled. 
“Ain’t you glad to see your old pals 
again, Irve?” 

“Pals?” Steve caught the frost in 
Irve’s tone. “Pals don’t skin out and 
leave you when you're shot down, 
do they?” 

“Don’t be sore about that,” Mal- 
vreen soothed. “If we’d stayed to 
help you, we’d all been ketched. And 
I’d ’a’ got hanged, instead of a few 
years in the pen—like you. got.” 

Steve saw old Irve wince at those 
words which had jarred ruthlessly 
back into his past. The younger 
man knew that Irve had once rid- 
den with Tip Malvreen’s gang. Yet 
he smiled reassuringly at his pard, a 
smile that seemed to convey the idea 
that pasts did not matter. 


Look who we’ve 


“Mr. Willowfield, SAID Malvreen 
was saying, “is kinda givin’ us the 
cold shoulder, gents. I guess they 
kinda took it outta him down at the 
pen. Made a Christian of him. Kept 
him on the rock pile so long he’s 
scared of anything but work now!” 

“T’d rather work than live the way 
I used to,” Irve said. “It was the 
choice I made after I got out. I 
could’ve found you, I guess. I just 
didn’t want to.” 

“Yeah!” Malvreen sneered, his big 
mouth twitching. “That’s just the 
trouble. You’d know right where to 
look, in whatever part of the country 
we happened to be. And there hap- 
pens to be a reward on my head. The 
ante’s up to three thousand now. 
That much money could be a temp- 
tation—even for a gent that’s per- 
fessin’ to be——” 

“You know I won't bother you, 
Tip. Keep away from me, and Ill 
keep away from you.” 

“Later—maybe,” Tip Malvreen 
sneered. “We're out lookin’ for some 
cheap horses. Know right where to 
sell’em. I see you’ve got your bunch 
rounded up and in the pasture, 
maybe for brandin’ colts.” 

Old Irve’s eyes went hard. “Bet- 
ter forget the horses and ride on, 
Malvreen.” 

“We'll take ’em with us!” the out- 
law decreed coldly. “Come along 
with us and you'll get your cut. We 
can pick up other bunches on the 
way and. He 

“I don’t want no more of your 


company, Malvreen!” old _ Irve 
clicked. “Get out, you yellow 
coyote. And take your pack with 
you!” 


thought he had the upper 
hand. So it came as no great 
surprise when, without further warn- 
ing, the outlaw went for his gun. 


S iio knew that Malvreen 
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That first blast of fiery tongue spat 
through the gathering twilight and 
stabbed at old Irve, who yanked 
futilely at his gun as he fell. 

As if there were coiled springs in 
his boots, Steve grabbed Irve with 
his left hand and yanked him into 
the cabin. Then his own gun was 
out, and blazing away at big Mal- 
vreen. But the outlaw, always wary, 
ducked behind one of his own men. 
It was this man, a gangling, blank- 
eyed person, who toppled and 
sprawled under the hoofs of a plung- 
ing horse. 

Thankful for his quick, unexpected 
move into the cabin, Steve ducked 
away from the bullet-splintered door 
and fired a shot through a crack in 
the chinking of the log wall. He had 
hit another man in the arm. Three 
times more he shot with his six- 
shooter at the now-retreating men, 
who were making a break for the 
horse pasture. 

Steve yanked a carbine from the 
wall, flung open the door and began 
shooting. It was too dark, at that 
distance, to shoot accurately. But 
his lead must have whizzed too close 
for comfort. Malvreen, a coward at 
best, and his two remaining com- 
panions suddenly abandoned their 
attempt to grab the pastured horses. 
They fled upstream, disappearing 
around a brushy bend of the creek. 

Steve turned, stumbled over the 
man he had killed, and leaped into 
the cabin, where he knelt beside old 
Irve. 

“You hit bad, pard?” he asked 
breathlessly. 

“Yeah, too-bad, Steve,” came the 
faltering words. “I’m glad they 
didn’t—get you. I'd hate to die, 
knowin’ they’d——” 

“You won’t die!” Steve’s words 


-sounded more prayerful than pro- 


phetic. 
“Sell the horses. Leave,” old Irve 
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whispered. “So long, Steve. So 
long—June.” He spoke no more 
after that. 


“June!” Steve repeated slowly. 

Toward dawn, when Steve was 
digging two graves on the cedar- 
splotched hill above the creek, he 
saw three riders moving stealthily to- 
ward the horse pasture. But when 
big Tip Malvreen tried to swing his 
horse alongside the gate and open it, 
Steve dropped his shovel, brought up 
his carbine and fired a bullet which 
raked the skin from Malvreen’s left 
ribs—and the bark off the gatepost. 

Once more Malvreen and his two 
riders retreated, blasting a hail of 


lead at the cedared crest of the ridge 


as they left. Jaw set, Steve raced 
toward his saddled horse tied in a 
near-by clump of trees. He had 
thought Malvreen might return. 
Now he was ready to follow him. 
He reached the sorrel just in time 
to see the quivering animal, his 
throat pierced by a bullet, collapse. 
“One of them wild shots!” growled 
the puncher. “By the time I get an- 
other horse caught and saddled oe 


| Ee a week Steve watched and 
waited near the horse pasture. 
He thought Tip Malvreen 
would return again. And he wanted 
the pleasure of killing the man who 
had killed old Irve. He didn’t know 
that a bullet had raked the outlaw’s 
ribs. 

A ghastly loneliness seemed to 
hang like a pall over Lone Valley. 
With the companionship of old Irve 
Willowfield, the place—the slow- 
passing weeks—had ‘been at least 
bearable. But now. 

One morning Steve saddled his 
horse, closed the cabin door and 
rounded up the horses in the pasture. 
He drove them into Clayville and 
sold them to a buyer who made his 
headquarters in the little town. 


Then Steve, with twenty-five hun- 
dred dollars, went to the sheriff and 
reported the tragedy which had oc- 
curred at Lone Valley. From the 
sheriff’s office, Steve went to the Log 
Front Saloon. Alone and sad, he 
stood at the bar and drank a beer. 
He wondered what he would do now. 
He might buy a little cattle spread 
somewhere. He might go back to 
Lone Valley 

He shook his head. He would 
wait a while—at least until after he 


‘had trailed Tip Malvreen down. He 


drank another beer and vaguely re- 
membered a place out on Antelope 


‘Flats, where he and old Irve had 


chased wild horses. It was an old 
dugout, tunneled back under a bank 
of dirt. He had wanted to go in and 


‘take a look around. But Irve hadn’t 


wanted to. 

Spur rowels tinkled through the 
doorway. Steve felt a lusty slap on 
the back and turned to see “Shorty” 
Conners, an old acquaintance, gap- 
ing at him. 

“Huh!” Shorty whooped. “Old 
Steve Thorpe ain’t dead, as was 
rumored. Dog-gone! I ain’t rode 
against you in a buckin’ contest since 
the old gray mare throwed Rip Van 
Winkle! Where the heck you been?” 

“Workin’ steady,” Steve answered, 


‘smiling a little as he took Shorty’s 


hand. 

“Which has been good for me and 
some of the other boys,” Shorty re- 
plied. “We’ve been able to win a 
few prizes. Just won first prize 
down at Larkville. Hundred dol- 
lars! Come on and order up a real 
drink!” 

That was the start of “high, wide 
and handsome” for Steve. Memories 
of Lone Valley were blotted out, the 
twilight shadows of one especially 
dark evening were dispelled in swirl- 
ing rounds of drinks—and the seduc- 


-tive click of poker chips. 
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It was the cards that separated 
Steve from the biggest stake he had 
ever had in his life. He made the 

popular mistake of mixing drinks 
vith poker playing. And Ren Shaw- 
nelle, Clayville’s most successful 
gambler, waxed prosperous for sev- 
eral evenings. Shawnelle smiled and 
took Steve’s money. Steve drank 
and forgot, temporarily at least, the 
loss of a kindly old man who had 
tried to go straight, but who had 
gone down under a withering stab of 
flame from Tip Malvreen’s gun. 


NE morning Steve awoke to 
find himself lymg on the 
ground at the east side of 

Clayville’s livery stable. Some one 
had kicked the sole of his boot. He 
blinked his blue eyes, sat up, and 
saw that a half dozen persons were 
grouped around him. One was Sher- 
iff Pickett. Another was Ren Shaw- 
nelle who, despite a late night in the 
Log Front Saloon, looked spic-and- 
span in his well-fitting clothes. But 
it was upon a stranger, a gray-eyed 
girl in auburn hair glinting m the 
sunlight, that Steve’s gaze came to 
focus. Those gray eyes looked back 
at him steadily, penetrating and 
sober. 

He struggled to his feet, embar- 
rassed, and stood there leaning 
against the wall of the barn. 

“Well?” he broke the frigid silence 
at last. 

“You're sober enough to talk—and 
understand?” Sheriff Pickett clicked. 

“Shoot!” Steve replied impatiently. 
“What’s the matter? Who's the 
young lady?” 

“T am June Willowfield,” she an- 
swered. 

“June—Willow——” Steve gulped 
over those words. Then his head 
was clear. And he was suddenly 
hearing old Irve mumbling: “So 
long, Steve. So long—June.” 


“She’s your pard’s daughter,” 
Pickett’s voice was saying. “She got 
here yesterday. Been lookin’ for 
him all over the country. A horse 
buyer finally told her where he was. 
And. now ” His words trailed 


off. ; 
A sob 


“And now—he’s dead!” 
rose to the girl’s throat, but she 
fought it down. 

“Yes.” Steve dreaded to look into 
those tear-glistening eyes of hers. 
“Tip Malvreen—— 

“Tip Malvreen gets blamed for 
everything, don’t he?” put in Ren 
Shawnelle suavely. 

Steve’s mouth went hard. 

“Where do you come in on this 
deal, Shawnelle?” 

“Tm tryin’ to help a girl that 
needs help,” answered the gambler. 
“She’s a stranger in a strange coun- 

. And she’s also Irve Willow- 
field’s daughter! Don’t you think 
she’s got a right to know what—— 

“She has, yes,” Steve cut in. 
“Still, I can’t help wonderin’ if you’d 
be so gallant if she wasn’t so purty. 
You didn’t seem to worry about that 
money when you were grabbin’ it 
over the poker table.” 

“Thief!” June Willowfield cried at 
Steve. “A drunken sot! It’s hard 
to believe that dad could ever pick 
up with your kind.” 

lashing whip across his face 
would have stung less than did 
the words, the looks of this girl. 

“T didn’t know old Irve had a 
daughter,” Steve said finally. “He 
never mentioned it. If I’d known, 
do you s’pose I'd have thrown away 
her part of the money?” Miserably 
he turned to the sheriff. 

“Well, it’s gone, anyhow,” grum- 
bled the officer moodily. “Maybe 
you thought that money belonged to 
you, but it didn’t, Steve Thorpe. 
Not rightfully. Still, if you’ve a 
any left——”. 
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“A fifty-dollar bill,” he answered, 
fumbling in his pocket. ‘Here, June 
Willowfield. Take it. And you'll 
get the rest.” 

“Yeah!” Shawnelle grunted. “Pro- 
vidin’ you keep on havin’ such good 
luck with pardners!” 

Steve moved quickly. His right 
fist shot out to the talkative gam- 
bler’s face. It was a hard blow, a 
sudden unleashing of hate and hurt. 
Shawnelle rocked backward and 
tumbled ten feet away. 

“Easy on that stuff!” roared Sher- 
iff Pickett, gnarled hand dropping to 
his gun. “Fightin’ won’t settle this 
thing. Maybe you didn’t know that 
Willowfield had a daughter, Thorpe. 
But even at that, and givin’ you the 
benefit of the doubt, I think you owe 
her somethin’. You’ve got a horse 
and saddle there in the barn.” 


“Let him keep his horse!” the girl 


said in a low voice. “After all, I 
didn’t come to claim dad’s property. 
I came to find—him.” 

“Just the same,” said Pickett, 
“you're entitled to salvage what you 
can from this—this mess.. Don’t take 
that horse outta the barn, Thorpe.” 

“Could I talk to you alone— 
June?” Steve asked as the girl and 
the officer started away. “There’s a 
lot of things I’d like to tell you.” 

Mingled contempt and anger 
leaped from her eyes as she turned 
to look at him. “What is there to 
say? You and dad were partners. 
He was shot down. You sold the 
horses—and celebrated!” 

She was gone. But her words 
seemed to echo again and again on 
Steve’s burning ears. He clenched 
his hands and swore softly. True, 
he had been a fool. But he hadn’t 
been an intentional thief. If only 
Tip Malvreen hadn’t appeared at 
‘Lone Valley. If only June Willow- 
field could have been reconciled with 
the father who, evidently, had lost 


himself intentionally from the world. 
“You celebrated!” Celebrated, eh! 
Steve shook his head ironically. Cer- 
tainly there had been no hilarity at- 
tached to his brief, expensive spree 
in Clayville. He had tried to forget. 
But he was not allowed to. 

Here was June Willowfield to con- 
front him, to flash scorn from those 
wide-set gray eyes which so much 
reminded him of old Irve’s. A 
drunken sot! He didn’t blame the 
auburn-haired girl for calling him 
that: She was right, and Steve was 
burning with shame more biting than 


‘the glow of hard liquor. 


Here he was, broke—and now 
afoot. His jaw set grimly. They 
might take his horse, and with his 
permission. But not yet. He had 
a job to do, a man to kill—Tip Mal- 
vreen. What had Malvreen said 
about the reward on his head? 
‘Maybe that was a solution! Steve 
hurried around to the back door of 
the barn and started saddling his 
well-rested, strip-faced bay horse. 

Then he clattered out of town. 
Sheriff Pickett caught a glimpse of 
him and flew into impotent rage. 

“Dirty skunk!” growled the old 
officer to June Willowfield. “I told 
him not to take that horse. Tl light 
out after him and- 

“Never mind,” said the girl 
wearily. “It doesn’t matter much. 
Which way is Lone Valley?” 


GS wat could not remember 


what had happened to his six- 

shooter and belt. He thought 
he had left them at the Log Front 
Saloon that first day in town. But 
the bartender, only yesterday, had 
said no. Steve did not fret about 
this. He had left his carbine and old 
Irve’s six-shooter at the Lone Valley 
cabin. These two weapons would 
suffice. But when, after much de- 
touring and scouting across the hills, 
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Steve reached home, he found that 
the cabin had been ransacked. Bed- 
ding, grub, the two guns cached 
under the floor—all were gone. 

“Gosh sakes!” he groaned as he 
looked around. “Some human pack- 
rat’s been runnin’ wild. And I'll bet 
his name’s Tip Malvreen! Well, 
that ‘means he’s still around some- 
where. Yeah, and me without a 

n!” 

A half sack of oats, long suspended 
by a rusty wire from a rafter in the 
barn, yielded a feed of oats for the 
bay. And Steve, miserably hungry 
himself, munched on a handful of 
grain. Dusk purpled the hills. A 
full moon was wheeling up in the 
east when the man at the cabin 
sighted a rider coming down into the 
valley. 

Steve thought of Malvreen, and of 
his own gunless plight. Had the out- 
law seen him returning? He rose 
quickly, moved down toward the wil- 
low clump by the stream where he 
had picketed his horse. There, like 
a hunted man, he waited for the rider 
to approach. 

Soon he saw that the newcomer 
was June Willowfield. He hesitated 
as she dismounted and paused at the 
cabin’s doorway. There was com- 
passion in Steve’s heart as he 
watched that small, lonely figure 
standing there, so much alone in this 
remote, moon-silvered valley. What 
thoughts tumbled through her mind? 

He moved forward. She heard the 
clump of his boots and whirled, 
startled. 

“You!” 

He touched his hat. “Didn’t 
mean to scare you, Miss Willow- 
field.” 

“You're not!” she retorted. “I 
have a right to be here.” 

“The best in the world,” he agreed 
gently, his voice soothing as the song 
of the creek below. “I’m sorry, 


though, that there’s no grub, no bed- 
ding—anything.” 

“T don’t mind,” she answered.. “I 
brought some grub along. Enough 
to Jast me during the short time I'll 
be here.” Then, with a catch in her 
throat, she added, “Where’s—dad?” 

He pointed to the cedared ridge. 
“Up there.” 

“Why didn’t you take him to 
town?” she demanded. “I should 
think the least you could have done 
would = 

“That was the place he wanted,” 
Steve interrupted. “He told me that 
two years ago.” 

She bit her lip. “What are you 
doing back here? I hope you don’t 
intend to stay?” 

He shook his dark head. “Nope. 
T’m leaving now. And I hope you 
won't stay here—alone. You've got 
bad company around these hills. The 
man that killed your father—Tip 
Malvreen.” 

“Why aren’t they out after this 
Malvreen?” she demanded. 

“Maybe they are,” he said. 

“Mr. Shawnelle seemed to think 
that Malvreen had done you a 


favor!” she flared suddenly. “And 
maybe you aren’t so sorry: ms 
“Listen!” he clicked. “I’m not 


interested in what that tinhorn gam- 
bler thinks. Nor what anybody else 
thinks!” Then, rapidly, and bitterly, 
he told her of what had occurred at 
this same cabin. Yet he carefully 
omitted the fact that Irve Willow- 
field had once ridden with Tip Mal- 
vreen’s gang. 

“T got one of the skunks,” he con- 
cluded. “Maybe I'll get some more 
of ’em—if I can find a gun. Well, 
T’ve told you the story. You can be- 
lieve it, or you can call me a liar. It 
doesn’t matter much, I guess. Noth- 
ing matters much to you, only that 
you found your father too late. I’m 
sorry for that. Because the last 
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thing old Irve said was: ‘So long— 
June!’ ” 

Steve turned away. The girl, 
tears in her eyes, caught his arms. 

“Don’t rush off,” she said. “I 
know you’re hungry. And I have 
enough food for both of us.” 

’ “No thanks,” he answered. “I'd 
rather stay hungry than to have you 
watchin’ me and sayin’ to yourself: 
‘There’s the drunken sot that horned 
into dad’s layout. That squandered 
—my money—on booze and cards!” 

He went to his horse, saddled up 
and started away. But he knew he 
would not be riding somewhere to 
borrow a gun to-night. He would 
stay close to Lone Valley, to keep an 
eye on the girl who was staying there 
alone. He took the partially filled 
sack of grain with him. At least the 
bay horse would have breakfast. 

Strange emotions tugged at June 
Willowfield as she stood there watch- 
ing the departing rider. She wanted 
to cry out to him. Yet she realized 
that she had inflicted a hurt on this 
tall, sun-coppered man. 

At last she climbed the ridge above 
the creek. There she came upon her 
father’s grave. Bright moonlight re- 
vealed the labor that Steve Thorpe 
had done there. It must have taken 
hours of hard work to drag those 
slabs of sandrock from the ledge 
across the creek, and place them, 
endwise, around the grave to pro- 
tect it from the trespassing of ani- 
mals. 

June turned to the big rock at the 
grave’s head. And there she saw, 
deftly and laboriously inscribed in 
the rock:-“Irvin Willowfield, a pard 
any man would be proud to have.” 

The words blurred in front of the 
girl, That final tribute of Steve 
Thorpe’s brought a choking sob. She 
turned and called to the man who 
had ridden away. But there was no 
answer. 
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WO miles away, Steve had 
found a place to camp. But 
he didn’t. He headed toward 
Antelope Flats, where he and old 
Irve had chased wild horses; and 
where was located an obscure dug- 
out. Steve had a hunch who used 
that dugout. Three hours later he 
knew that it was being used now. 
Three hobbled horses, thin, over- 
ridden animals, foraged rather fruit- 
lessly near the slab-fronted, dirt-cov- 
ered abode. Steve recognized those 
horses—and_ clenched his hands. 
Damn! If he only had a gun! Tip 
Malvreen and his two henchmen 
were probably sleeping the sleep of 
the just, not suspecting that any 
human was within miles of them. - 
If he only had a gun! Or if there 
was some way. 
For ten minutes Steve debated 


whether to ride for Clayville and get 


Sheriff Pickett. But would Mal- 
vreen be here when they returned? 
That was the long risk. 

Steve could not bring himself to 
leave. Here was the man he wanted, 
the man the law wanted to the tune 
of three thousand dollars. There 
must be some way to 

A few minutes later Steve had a 
plan, a rather precarious plan, 
worked out. Carrying the partially 
filled sack of oats, he crept up to the 
three hobbled horses, and started of- 
fering them handfuls of oats. They 
were grain hungry. He moved back, 
and they followed him. 

Cautiously he baited them to the 
top of the low dirt promontory into 
which the dugout was _ tunneled, 
edged them around close to the roof 
of the place. Then he dumped the 
contents of the sack over toward the 
front of the dugout roof, and hur- 
riedly scrambled down to crouch 
near the doorway of the place. 

The three horses immediately 
clumped toward the dugout roof, and 
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the. dumped grain, Their hobbled 
hoofs jarred hollowly. Steve. held 
his breath. The three horses lunged 
closer to the grain bait. The boards 
of. the heavily taxed roof creaked. 
One of them popped under the strain 
of: this jarring, additional. weight. 
Then the whole roof gave way in a 
rending sound. 

Yells of the suddenly roused men 
could-be heard, but too late. The 


horses had gone through, crashing. 


down with a deluge of dirt upon the 
men below. Tip Malvreen, always 
the first to jump at self-protection, 
was the only one of the three who 
managed to burst through the closed 
door. 

He was brandishing a quickly 
grabbed gun as he leaped out into 
the open. Then Steve leaped—like 
a crouched tiger. His fist crashed to 


the side of Malvreen’s face. The big. 


outlaw staggered, tried to bring 
his. 45 into play. But Steve was 
on him again, tearing at him with 
the fury.of hate. Once that gun ex- 
ploded, but the bullet went through 
Malvreen’s foot. 

Then the gun was in Steve’s hand, 


and ready to spout more lead if nec-. 


essary. But it wasn’t necessary. The 
two henchmen, finally wriggling like 
snakes from the wreckage of the dug- 
out, were too dazed to fight. One of 
them dragged a useless arm at his 
side. 

Steve herded the three men to- 
gether and growled: 

“T wasn’t sure you'd get out alive. 
Not that I was worryin’ about that 
part so much. But I was afraid one 
of the horses might break a leg in 
that tangled-up mess. They didn’t, 
though. They'll be able to travel to 
town, and with you ridin’ ’em!” 

“Willowfield’s pal!” Malvreen 
groaned. “If you'd been at that 
cabin when we went lookin’ for you 
the other night. 


‘Td probably been | coyote bait by 
this time,” Steve cut in grimly. “I’m 
sorry old Irve wasn *t here to see you 
coyotes squirmin’ out of your den.” 

“He told you where it was!” Mal- 
vreen charged. 

“Nope. It was just a hunch, 
Steve aaa: “A lucky hunch for me, 
and for all decent people. And for 

” His voice trailed off as he 
saw a rider loping a jaded pony up 
the desolate swale. “There she comes 
now.” - 

“Steve!” called the quavering 
voice of June Willowfield. “I—I had 
to find you. To tell you that I didn’t 
hate you any more.’ 

Breathlessly she flung herself from 
the saddle and came toward him. 
Then her eyes, wide with wonder, 
focused on the three prisoners. 

“These men?” she asked. 

Steve told her. He concluded: 

“There’s three thousand dollars’ 
bounty on this batch of coyotes. 
You won't lose, after all, June. It’s 
yours. All of it.” 

“Do you think I’d take all of it?” 
she replied. 

“You might as well,” he countered. 
“T’ll turn my interest in what’s left 
of Lone Valley over to you. You can 
buy some cattle. Irve would have 
been glad to have it that way, I 
know.” 

“Don’t you think he’d have liked 
to know that you were going to be 
there in Lone Valley, too, Steve?” 
Her lips trembled. “I’m sure I 
would, if you can forgive——” 

Their hands met, lingered to- 
gether. They spoke no words. Yet 
it seemed to Steve that a song was 
rising in his heart. And when he 
looked deeply into those gray eyes 


_shining up at him, he knew, and was 


thankful to know, that the partner- 
ship of Willowfield and Thorpe 
would go on through happy years. 


Farewell To Sheep 


By Frank C. and A. O. Robertson 
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PART II. 
j OMING into town as a peace- 
maker, Glen Hatcher, fore- 
man of a sheep outfit owned 
by Neal Granville, finds trouble 
brewing. Due to Glen’s manage- 
ment, cattle and sheep had been run- 
ning on the Moose River range with 
very little trouble. Then Granville 
ties up with George B. Savage, 
banker in the town of Banner. Sav- 
age is a scamp. The partners plan 
to turn more sheep onto the range, 
and the cowmen won’t submit pas- 
‘sively to being crowded off the 
Tange. 
Banker Savage brings in hired 


% ead 
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gunmen, and fighting is precipitated 
by the killing of a harmless old cow- 
hand, Windy Waters, who is over- 
hilarious from drink. The war is 
on. Young Billy Goodall, grandson 
of Jim Goodall, owner of the G7 
outfit, is killed. 

Glen resigns his job and sides with 
his relatives and friends, the cow- 
men. On his way out of town, Glen 
finds Miss Granville unconscious 
beside the road. Her father had 
left her in the buggy while he at- 
tended to some business in town, 
and the horses had run away. Glen 
captures the horses and takes Miss 
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Granville, who is suffering from 
slight amnesia, to friends of his— 
the Parrishes—who have a small 
ranch near by. 

Some time has passed since Glen 
was last at the Parrish ranch. He 
finds Madge, the eldest daughter, 
‘whom he remembered as a little girl, 
is now a young lady. 


CHAPTER V. 


GUN RENTERS. 


T seemed to be Glen Hatcher’s 
day for getting in wrong with 
everybody. He -had clashed 
with all factions in Banner; 
had been accused of kidnap- 

ing by the girl he had rescued, and 
now had apparently gained the dis- 
pleasure of this girl whom he had 
always liked. 

“Have you heard what happened 
in town to-day?” he asked slowly. 

The girl hesitated just a per- 
ceptible instant, then nodded. Her 
lips quivered, and for a moment he 
feared she was going to cry. 

“Did you—was—was any of your 
folks ” he stammered. 

“Windy Waters,” the girl said, 
“was just about the best friend we 
had. I don’t know what the kids 
will do without him. They thought 
the world of Windy, and he of them. 
Damn them!” 

Glen knew that she was not re- 
ferring to the kids. 

“T’m awfully sorry,” he said 
lamely. “I always liked Windy my- 
self. He was a harmless old fellow.” 

“They killed him; those damned, 
greedy, range-grabbing sheepmen,” 
the girl said bitterly. “Where do 
you think it will end? The Yancey 
boys won’t drop the fight now that 
some of their friends have been 
killed. Don’t you suppose that old 
man Goodall won’t back them to 
the limit when it’s his own grandson 


has been killed? You fellows have 
started something that you may 
have a hard time to finish.” 

He realized then that she was 
speaking to him, not as the dare- 
devil bronc rider she had once ad- 
mired, but as the foreman of a hated 
sheep outfit. 

- “Tt was wrong—dead wrong,” he 
said quietly. “I got orders to take 
some of Granville’s herds onto cat- 
tle range. I had a show-down with 
Granville to-day and got fired.” 
“Oh! You mean that you're not 


‘working for Granville any more?” 


“That’s true.” 

“T guess you said that a little 
while ago, but I was thinking of 
something else and I didn’t under- 
stand. But what were you doing 
with her?” 

Glen explained, but he didn’t 
mention that he had helped get Cal 
Yancey out of the Horseshoe Saloon, 
or that he had used Yancey’s gun 
on Swappy. 

“What day is this?” Madge asked 
irrelevantly. 

“Thursday. Why?” 

“That’s what I thought. Miss 
Granville thinks it’s Wednesday. 
She’s pretty woozy, Glen. She just 
about collapsed when I got her into 
the house. After all she’s human, 
if she is a sheepman’s daughter. I 
don’t think she ought to be moved 
until to-morrow. Hadn’t we better 
put up her team? Then you get 
word to her father.” 

“T’ll put up the team—but to hell 
with her father. Let him worry,” 
Glen said bluntly. At the moment, 
his ire against Granville was as 
great as it was against George B. 
Savage, the man who had really 
started the range war. 

Glen started to unhitch the team. 
Madge unfastened the traces on the 
side opposite him. When he got 
around to the front, she was already 
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there to unfasten her end of the neck 
yoke. She did up the rein on her 
horse with an expertness which 
drew his.silent approbation. Yet her 
efficiency in no way lessened her ex- 
quisite femininity. 


HEY Jed the horses toward 
the barn, pausing at a long 


water trough to let the ani- 


mals drink. 


“How is your mother?” Glen 


asked to make-conversation. 
Madge looked up quickly. “Hadn’t 
you heard? Mother has been dead 
nearly a year.” 
“Oh, I’m. sorry,” 
tritely. 
“There’s just us- kids now,” 
said sadly. 


ihe ‘said con- 


she 


“Who—who works for your he 


ventured. 
van Hee has been doing our rid- 
. He had a little bunch of stock 
of his own, and he looked after ours 
as well. My brothers and me do 
the work on the place, except the 
irrigating. I have a man to do that. 
But. now that the sheep have come, 
I suppose we'll lose the range and 
the cattle. Banker Savage has a 
small mortgage on the ranch.” 

“T see. Has Windy got any rela- 
tives?” 

“Only a brother in the old sol- 
diers’ home. 
him a little money.” 

“I suppose you'll be writing to 
him,” Glen said. “I wonder if you’d 
tell him that you'll look after his 
property until he can sell it?” ° 

“Of course. I'll try to look after 
it, but I’m afraid it won’t be worth 
much now. Nobody would buy 
Windy’s place with a range war on. 
The range is about all that makes 
it valuable, and that will be lost.” 

“Do you happen to know how 
much Windy valued his place ar 
Glen asked. 


Windy used to send 


“Why, yes. He was always say- 
ing that "i he could sell out for five 
thousand dollars he’d retire. No- 
body would have ever given him 
that much, and he wouldn’t. have 
taken it anyway. He knew he 
couldn’t be happy anywhere but 
here,” Madge said, her eyes aden 
filling with tears. 

They led the buggy team into the 
barn, and the girl stood back while 
Glen stripped off the harness and 
hung it on wooden pegs behind the 
stall. 

“When you write to Windy’s 
brother,” Hatcher said casually, 
“tell him that you have a buyer for 
the outfit who will pay him five 
thousand dollars cash.” 

You—you mean—that 


“Why not? I’d just as soon put 
that money I got from old Granville 
to work.” 

“But—but it’s not worth it,” 
Madge protested. “Tf the sheepmen 
win the range it will be no good for 
cattle. Of course, you might sell it 
to them 

“No,” Glen interrupted in a hard 
tone of voice. “Please believe that 
I’m not making this offer as a trick 
to help Granville or any other sheep- 
man.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean that,” the girl 
cried. “Of course, I believe you. I 
only mean that you'll just be throw- 
ing your money away.” 

“Tf we lose. If we happen to beat 
Savage and his crowd, the place will 
be worth it. Will you do as I ask?” 

“Of course.” 

“Another thing. You'll need a 
rider to take Windy’s place pretty 
badly. I ain’t got a thing to do, 
and I’d like to take the job—as 
long as I can stay out of jail,” he 
requested. 

“T guess you don’t understand,” 
Madge said, her cheeks flushing with 
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embarrassment. “We haven’t any 
ready money, and we really haven’t 
been paying Windy anything. One 
of the boys sort of looks after things 
over there, and I do his washing 
and mending. Of course, he eats 
here a lot of times when he’s not 
out on the range, but we couldn’t 
pay wages.’ 

Glen was grinning at her frankly 
when she finished. 

“You think I don’t understand 
that?” he demanded. “You treat 
me just half as good as you have 
old Windy, and I'll be satisfied.” 

“T think you’re fine,” the girl said, 
and suddenly extended her hand. 
He met the firm, warm pressure of 
her fingers, and was deeply stirred. 

“J—I—think I’d better be get- 
ting back to our—our patient,” ‘she 
said with a quavery laugh. 

“Allright. And I'll be driftin’ on 
over to Windy’s little old rancho 
and see how things size up,” Glen 
said. “I'll see you to-morrow.” 


HEN they emerged from 

the stable door, they saw 

two strange horsemen just 
riding past. The men saw _ the 
buggy standing in the yard and 
drew their horses to a halt.. Glen 
recognized them as two of the gun- 
men he had seen with Buck Davis. 
Undoubtedly, they had taken part 
in the gun battle in the Horseshoe 
Saloon. 

“Go into the house,” Hatcher said 
in a low tone, “I'll talk to these 
fellows.” 

Madge moved rapidly toward the 
house, but Glen knew that she 
would be watching proceedings from 
a window. He walked slowly out 
toward the men, regretting that he 
hadn’t yet taken time to get his 
gun off the saddle. 

“Looks like you’d been -acquirin’ 


a high-class buggy,” one of the men 
remarked. . 

“You think so? You men work 
for Savage?” Glen countered. 

“Maybe.” 

“You're. headed toward Gran- 
ville’s ranch. If you see Granville, 
will you tell him that his daughter 
is here? . She had a runaway an’ got 
throwed out. She’s shaken up some, 
but not seriously injured. You can 
tell him that she'll be well taken 
care of here,” Glen said matter-of- 
factly. 

“Shore, we'll tell him. We're 
goin’ over there now. By the way, 
didn’t I see you in Banner a while 
back—when the shootin’ started?” 
demanded the larger of the two men, 


‘a coarse-featured, brutal-looking 


fellow whose opened shirt collar dis- 
closed a generous section of hairy 
chest and a dirty neck. 

“You might. have,” Glen replied 
evenly. “I was in the bank talking 
with Savage and Granville just be- 
fore the fun started.” 

The men looked at each other in- 
quiringly. “You workin’ fer Gran- 
ville?” the spokesman queried. 

“Why not? I’ve been his fore- 
man for two years.” 

“Oh, that’s different,” the man 
laughed. “Settle down, Chi; we’re 
among friends.” 

The second man relaxed in hie 
saddle. He had a full-moon face 
covered with a three day’s growth of 
rusty-red whiskers. He had been 
chewing tobacco vigorously. 

“Don’t you find it kinda danger- 
ous ridin’ through cow country?” 
Glen queried. 

“Not while we’re in pairs—an’ we 
ain’t ridin’ any other way,” the 
hairy-chested man replied. “It 
won't be cow country long, anyway. 
We'll have these rannies on the run 
in a week.” 
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“They didn’t do so bad to-day, 
Smead,” Chi spoke up. 

“Swappy made a mistake startin’ 
the fight the way he did,’ Smead 
said. “What Savage wants is to git 
these cowhands outlawed. Then we 
kin earn our money with consider- 
able more safety.” 

“You boys ain’t sheep-herders,” 
Glen ventured. 


“Hell, no! Chi here is a profes- 
sional strike breaker. I’m just a 
renter.” 

“Renter?” 


“A gun renter—to anybody who’ll 
pay me the most for it,” Smead 
laughed. “Come on, Chi, let’s go.” 

They gathered up their reins. 

Glen Hatcher looked after the 
men with deep and abiding loathing 
as they rode away. This, then, was 
the type of men he had been ex- 
pected to work with. He mounted 
Ranger and rode on toward the 
ranch of Windy Waters. But first 
he took time to restore his six- 
shooter to the holster. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE SHEPHERDS SCORE. 


LEN HATCHER found 
Windy Waters’s cabin un- 
occupied and the doors un- 

locked. He saw at once that the 
place was somewhat rundown, but 
it had possibilities. It could be 
made a good ranch. The inside of 
the cabin was neat and clean, and 
he suspected that Madge Parrish 
had been there not so very long ago. 

When he turned Ranger into a 
small pasture, several other horses 
came up to the gate with equine 
curiosity about the new horse. 
Among them, Glen saw the sweat- 
stained cow pony that old Windy 
had been riding that day. Windy’s 
saddle hung in the barn. The pony 
had come home, and some passerby 


had unsaddled and turned it into 
the pasture. The remainder of 
Windy’s cavvy seemed to be rather 
old and decrepit. 

Glen built a fire and cooked him- 
self some supper. He knew that he 


‘had been foolish in agreeing to buy 


this ranch from Windy’s brother, 
and he had made the offer on the 
spur of the moment out of a wish 
to help the Parrish girl and to fight 
the men with whom he had recently 
been associated. 

He knew that in all probability 
the cattlemen would lose the range 
war. They would make a brave 
fight of it, but they hadn’t the 
shrewdness and guile of George Sav- 
age, nor the ferocity and cold- 
bloodedness of his hired killers. And 
the sheepmen would have the law 
on their side. He didn’t regret. his 
experience with a sheep outfit. His 
knowledge of the business might 
come in handy now. 

He thought of the two girls over 
at the Parrish ranch. One pampered, 
well-groomed, and arrogant; the 
other capable, sincerely friendly, 
and unspoiled. Their interests were 
directly opposite. Well, he was go- 
ing to see what he could do about 
it. Madge Parrish was not going 
to lose her brave fight if he could 
help it. 

The next morning he caught one 
of Windy’s horses and set out to 
look the range over. He was soon 
able to get a line on the cattle. The 
sheep had not penetrated this far 
yet, but they were deep into the 
cow range, and the cattle had fled 
before the taint of sheep smell on 
the grass. There were far more of 
them near the ranches than there 
should be. They were doing well 
enough now, but he knew that it 
couldn’t last. As the sheep en- 
croached farther, the cattle would 
be drifting in by hundreds. This 
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part of the range, he knew, was 
where Savage and Granville meant 
to make their big drive. The Oregon 
knotheads that Granville had 
bought were to be the spearhead of 
the, drive. They were small, hardy, 
tight-wooled animals of little value. 
If the cowmen did destroy a few 
hundred of them, the loss would not 
be irreparable. 

He perceived at once that. he 
should move some of the cattle else- 
where, but it was more than a one- 
man job, and he would have to have 
assistance. He also needed a man 
to do the irrigating on Windy’s 
place. 

He thought of the Goodall out- 
fit. No doubt Cal and Dan would 
accept him as an ally after what 
had happened at the Horseshoe, but 
they would have no men to spare. 
Madge Parrish might know of some 
one he could get, and if she were as 
good a cowgirl as she had promised 
to be when a kid, she would be of 
no mean value as an assistant her- 
self. He had circled the hills back 
of the Parrish ranch and was on 
his way down there when he caught 
sight of a lone horseman riding down 
a long ridge in his direction. Glen 
turned to meet him. He recognized 
the rider as Dan Yancey. 


LL of Dan’s surliness of the 
A day before had disappeared. 
He was grinning widely. 
“Hello, kidnaper,” he greeted Glen. 
“Ain’t you stickin’ around pretty 
close to danger, the way things are?” 
“We must be tarred with the same 
brush,” Glen replied. “You don’t 
seem to be makin’ yourself very 
scarce. I thought you'd be over the 
line into Canada by this time.” 
“Too far away,’ Dan said la- 
conically. “It’s easier on horses just 
to take to the brush. I just crawled 


stand?” 


out when I saw you comin’. . I’ve 
had you spotted for some time.” He 
indicated the pair of field glasses 
suspended in their case from his 
shoulder. 

“How’s Cal?” 

“He’s got a head on him like a 
bee-stung bear. All he can talk 
about is goin’ back to Banner to 
annihilate Swappy, Savage, an’ your 
boss. Of course, he figgers there'll 
be a few gunmen in the way, but 
he’ll just brush ’em aside like they 
was hossflies,” Dan said. 

“They won’t brush that easy.” 

“Don’t I know it?” Dan said so- 
berly. He looked at his cousin 
questioningly. “What do you sup- 
pose they’ll do? Cal thinks Sheriff 
Bowers an’ a posse of them gunmen 
will be out to arrest our whole. 
bunch.” 

“IT doubt it,” Glen said. “I had 
a talk with Savage and Granville 
after the fight, and I pointed out to 
’em that if they tried arrestin’ you, 
they’d be layin’ themselves wide 
open to havin’ their pets charged 
with the murder of Windy. There 
were surely men in that saloon who 
would swear that it was Swappy’s 
crowd that started it.” 

“That’s the way I figgered,’ Dan 
said. “But we can look for ’em 
to spring something else. Dammit! 
What can we do to stop em where 
we won't be breakin’ the damned 
law?” 

Glen could only shrug. 

“Look here: Where do you 
Dan demanded. “I heard 
that you quit Granville when he or- 


. dered you to steal our range.” 


“You might know I would.” 

“Yeah, I reckon. An’ I shore do 
appreciate you helpin’ me drag Cal 
out of there. If it hadn’t been for 
you, he would probably have been 
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killed. If I can give you any help 
with Windy’s outfit, let me know.” 
“You’ve been to the 
place?” 
“Yes. As a matter of fact, we 
was there yesterday just before you 
was. Rod Barnett got shot in the 
leg, and we decided to leave him 
there. Don’t figger any of our 
bunch will be safe in town- now. 
Rod was in the smokehouse when 
you drove up with the beautiful 
shepherdess.” 
“Holy Mike! Is he there now?” 
“Not. in the smokehouse,” Dan 
said.. “The Parrish kids have got 
a playhouse out back, an’ he’s in 
there. He’s got blankets, and the 
kids carry grub to him. If anybody 
sees ’em, they won’t think anything 
of it. He'll be all right unless he 
gits an infection. I was up there 
an’ talked with him before daylight 
this :mornin’. He’s afraid to go to 
town for fear he’ll be arrested.” 


-““T suppose the Granville girl is 


still: there?” 

“Unless she’s left this mornin’.” 

-“The crazy loon thought yester- 
day I was tryin’ to kidnap her,” 
Glen said. “I wonder if she’s still 
got the same idea.” 

“Tf I was you I'd git her back 
where she belonged as soon as pos- 
sible,’ Dan remarked. 

“To hell with her! She’s Gran- 
ville’s problem now. The longer he 
stews, the better I'll like it. But he 
knows where she is. 
word by a couple of his new gunmen 
last night. But what do you boys 
intend to do?” 

“We're standin’ pat. When they 
started this fight they asked for 
everything we've got, and that’s 
what they’re going to git. We play 
square, and we don’t hunt for 
trouble. But when they start hirin’ 
gunmen to run us off our range, 
they can’t git by without hirim’ a 


Parrish - 


I sent him . 


hearse. Just who rides in it is still 
a question.” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised if it 
didn’t make several trips,’ Glen 
commented. He recalled that he 
had himself been shot at the pre- 
ceding afternoon while riding in 
Granville’s buggy, but by which fac- 
tion he had no idea. 

“Unless their sheep pull out of 
here, there'll be. plenty of. killin’,” 
Dan Yancey stated calmly. “I be- 
lieve the local men, like the Millsap 
outfit will back us, an’ they’ve got 
some first-class fightin’ men.” __. 

“You can count me in,” Glen said, 
and was aware of the seriousness of 
his commitment. “But I wish I had 
a few better horses in my string.” 

. “Windy didn’t have very many 
good horses,” Dan agreed. “Most 
of ’em are old. But I scratched out 
a pair of mighty good colts for him 
last summer. He never done any- 
thing with ’em, an’ they’ll be kinkier 
than ever now. But if you can git 
*em so you can ride ’em, you'll shore 
be a-horseback. They’re runnin’ 
with a wild bunch over on Wagon 
Creek. I saw ’em yesterday. Some- 
body ought to be ridin’ ’em. If you 
want to git ’em in, I’ll show ’em to 
you an’ help you start ’em to the 
corral.” 

“Maybe I’d better,” Glen agreed. 
“My Ranger horse is all right, but 
a man had about as well be afoot 
as on any of those pelters in Windy’s 
cavvy.” 

They turned and headed back 
away from the ranches, but when 
they reached Wagon Creek they had 
difficulty finding the horses. But 
they did find a herd of the hated 


sheep. 

“What about it?” Glen asked. 
“Shall we ride around ’em?” 

“I never turned out for no 
damned sheep herd yet,” Dan Yan- 
cey said. “I think I'll give ’em some 
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advice. They’re about six miles 
over the dead line.” 
“Lead on,” Glen said grimly. 


A tours pe it was a couple of 


hours past noon, and Glen 
expected the herder to be out 
with his sheep, a couple of dogs 
rushed out barking and snarling as 
they approached the camp. Imme- 


diately, two men stepped from the . 


wagon. Each carried a rifle. They 


stared... Then, realizing that. the - 


men approaching -were none of their 
friends, they gestured in unmistak- 
able terms for the others to turn 
aside and ride on. 
crawled under the wagon and thrust 
the barrel of -his rifle out between 
the spokes of a wheel. 

To go on in the face of that. rifle 
was to invite sudden death, but 
Glen didn’t draw rein until his 
cousin did. Dan was reluctant, but 
his common. sense conquered his an- 
ger, and he stopped. 


“They don’t seem very hospit-. 


“Now when 
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able,” Glen remarked. 
I was a sheep-herder 

But Dan Yancey was not in the 
mood for humor. He bit his lips 
and looked down at the carbine un- 
derneath his leg. 

“I wonder,’ Dan _ interrupted 
thoughtfully, “if it ain’t about time 
to demonstrate to these range hogs 
that people in this country are 
pretty much imbued with the idea 
of goin’ where they damn please?” 

“T don’t think it is,’ Glen said 
wisely. “There is no sense in crowd- 
ing up against a bullet. You’ll find 
the bullet always has the right of 
way.” 

‘Glen turned and led the day down 
under the hill, qghough keeping a 
wary watch on the warlike shep- 
herds, lest they yield to temptation 
and a sense of too-easy victory and 
start a bombardment. Dan fol- 


One of them - 


lowed, but at a more leisurely pace. 
Out of sight of the camp, he hastily 
overtook Glen. 

“T’ve carried this Winchester all 
day, an’ it’s makin’ my leg sore,” 
he complained. “This is the first 
chance I’ve had to use it, and you 
gummed that up.” 

Glen only grinned. He knew that 
if the reckless, foolhardy Cal Yancey 
had been with him, there would 
have been bullets flying before this. 

They rode on. When they again 
came in sight of the camp, the two 
sheep dogs set up another storm of 
ki-yiings and came tearing toward 
them. The herder was urging them 
on with shouts of derision. 

Glen’s face-turned white. “I don’t 
mind so much bein’ turned aside,” 
he gritted, “but, by heavens, the 
man never lived who could set his 
dogs on me and git away with it.” 

He jerked out his six-shooter and 
sent a couple of bullets toward the 
oncoming dogs. The range was too 
great for his fire to be effective, but 
Dan promptly joined in with his 
Winchester. With gravel stinging 
their hind quarters at every jump 
the sheep dogs dug in their toes and 
scurried back toward their master, 
their ki-yis even louder in retreat 
than they had been in advance. 

Almost instantly, their fire was 
answered from a patch of timber off 
to the left, where the second man 
had evidently betaken himself while 
they were out of sight of the camp. 
His bullets were coming unpleas- 
antly close. The herder had dropped 
behind a hummock, and now bullets 
from his rifle were humming around 
the two horsemen. 

The two dogs, finding bullets pass- 
ing around them from three differ- 
ent directions, and perhaps think- 
ing they were the object of a con- 
certed attack, swerved from their 
course: and put on more speed. 
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Plainly, they were leaving the 
vicinity, and Glen and Dan realized 
that the best thing they could do 
was emulate the dogs’ example. The 
sheep-herders were concealed, while 
their targets were out in the open. 
Moreover, the herders were shoot- 
ing to kill, and only’ the punchers’ 
gyrating horses made them miss. It 
was long range, but they wouldn’t 
miss all the time. 

Throwing dignity to the winds, 
the discomfited cousins put spurs 
to their mounts and galloped out of 
range. 


CHAPTER VII. 


AN ANNOYING RIFLE. 


ITH danger left behind 

them, the two  punchers 

slowed down. They swore 
feelingly, but without any great 
rancor. The men who had shot at 
them had been sheep-herders de- 
fending their camp, and not hired 
gunmen. Both men were inclined 
to see a certain amount of humor in 
their discomfiture, and they didn’t 
try to alibi. 

“Damn their hides, I’m hungry. 
I was hopin’ we could scare ’em into 
the brush an’ git something to eat,” 
Dan said sourly. 

“T wasn’t hungry before, but Ill 
have dinner at the next sheep camp 
I come to or take breakfast in hell,” 
Glen said. “Shall we hunt up an- 
other one and try it again?” 

“It’s jake by me,” Dan said. 
“We'll go back an’ graze off them 
fellers if you say so.” 

“Tl not say so,” Glen refused. 
“I’m not that hungry. We'll call 
on them when they ain’t so well pre- 
pared to entertain us. But cal] ori 
em I will.” 

A horseman, evidently attracted 
py the sound of the recent firing, 
appeared on a distant ridge and 
stopped. If it was a gunman for 


the sheep outfit, there was going 
to be more trouble. Dan _ hastily 
focused his glasses on the stranger, 
then swore softly. 

“Can you identify him?” Glen 
asked. 

“Tt ain’t a ‘him.’ It’s the Parrish 
girl. This ain’t no time for her to 
be roamin’ at large, but I don’t know 
who’s goin’ to make her believe it. 
She’s pretty much used to doin’ as 
she pleases.” 

“You think she’d be in any per- 
sonal danger?” 

“She don’t think so, but I 
wouldn’t bank on it,” Dan said. 
“There’s a plumb, teetotally differ- 
ent type of men on the range now 
than the ones she’s used to. All her 
life, the men she’s met out here, 
even sheep-herders, have treated her 
with courtesy and respect. But 
these gunmen Savage has brought 
in here might do anything.” 

Something inside Glen Hatcher 
seemed to go cold. He realized the 
truth of what Yancey was saying. 
He thought of the boasts he had 
heard Smead and “Chi” make but 
a few hours before. Savage’s new 
men were not of the range; they 
were plain thugs and _ professional 
strike breakers the banker had 
picked up to fight his range war. 
Buck Davis was different, perhaps, 
but he had assuredly earned his liv- 
ing by the smoke of his gun since 
he was old enough to use one. 
Madge Parrish would not be safe 
with such men arrogantly riding the 
range. 

“The cowmen are hirin’ some 
pretty tough hombres themselves,” 
Dan Yancey went on. “Pete Simons 
told me that he’d been approached 
by two or three different cowmen 
and offered money to dry-gulch 
Buck Davis.” 

Glen gave a start. He was well 
acquainted with Pete Simons, a 
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small, ratty. cow-puncher, who could 
ride like a centaur but had little 
else to commend him. He was a 
crooked gambler, had served time 
in the penitentiary, and had many 
other shady escapades in his crim- 
son past. Until now Glen had not 
considered that the cowmen might 
themselves resort to hiring men as 
disreputable as those of the other 
faction. 

“Pete didn’t take the job?” he 
queried. 

“They must have got somebody 
cheaper,” Dan replied. “It wasn’t 
too dirty for Pete. I know that. 
There’s nothing he won’t do if he 
gits his price.” 

“Maybe he was a bit afraid to 
tackle it.” 

“Not him. He ain’t got sense 
enough to be scared. It’s more 
likely the sheepmen raised the 
ante,” Dan said dryly. 

Glen said nothing. Dan’s words 
had made him see more of the dire 
possibilities of trouble. There would 
be spies and traitors in both camps. 
No man would be above suspicion. 
No man’s life would be safe. And 
back of it all was the greed of just 
two men. Bitterly, he regretted 
that he had ever been associated 
with Neal Granville. 

The girl on the long ridge had 
dropped from sight on the other 
side. She had been too far away 
to recognize them, unless she, too, 
had glasses—which they didn’t be- 
lieve. She had been wise to dis- 
appear from sight, but Glen was de- 
termined to overtake her, if pos- 
sible. Though they rode fast, she 
had entered the timber before they 
reached the ridge where she had 
been, and had disappeared from 
sight. Presently, they had to give 
up the search, but two miles from 
the other sheep camp they came 
upon a herd of ewes and lambs 


spread out for a mile in each direc- 
tion and grazing contentedly. They 
saw the herder a mile away, but 
ducked out of sight before he saw 
them. 


HE sheep camp was much 

closer to them than to the 

herder, and it was out of sight 
of the man. They circled the 
wagon watchfully and then rode up. 
It was temporarily deserted. 

“Here’s where we eat,” Glen as- 
serted. Swinging to the ground, he 
went inside. 

There was a fire still burning in 
the stove, and dirty dishes stood on 
the table, indicating that there was 
only one man with this particular 
herd. 

Glen had dinner well under way 
when several shots sounded faintly 
from the opposite side of the herd. 
The punchers bumped into each 
other getting to the door to listen. 
No more shots sounded. 

“Probably shootin’ at coyotes,” 
Dan said. “They’re thicker than 
fleas in here.” 

“Anyway, he wasn’t shootin’ at 
us, and we know he’s still out 
there,” Glen said, and returned to 
his cooking. 

In less than twenty minutes from 
the time they had arrived, Glen had 
a meal ready. He was an expert 
camp cook, and, from the looks of 
things, Savage’s men had everything 
they wanted to eat. 

They had just started to eat when 
their horses, tied to the hind wheels 
of the wagon, began to step about 
quickly, and one of them nickered 
softly. Dan crawled onto the bed 
and stuck his head warily out of the 
back window. Glen started to the 
door, but before he reached it a 
voice called: 

“Hello! Is that Glen Hatcher in 
there?” Madge Parrish was sitting 
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her horse thirty feet away, and, 
Glen thought, looking pretty scared 
and anxious. 

“Yeah, sure I’m here. Hello, 
Madge,” Glen stammered as he 
stepped down on the double-trees of 
the wagon and then to the ground. 
“We—we saw you on a ridge, an’ 
tried to catch you, but you rode too 
fast and we lost you.” 

“What are you fellows doing 
here?” she asked, her words coming 
rapidly. “Herding sheep?” 

“Kinda. That is until something 
better comes along. What are you 
doing? Punchin’ cows?” 

“Trying to,” the girl amended. 
“Were you boys in a shooting scrape 
over at that other camp a while 
ago? Was it you I saw coming from 
there?” 

“If you saw a couple of streaks 
extendin’ across the landscape, it 
was us.” Glen grinned. “A couple 
of sheps set their dogs on us, an’ 
then dusted us off with a flock of 
bullets. One pressed against my 
back for a quarter of a mile, but I 
managed to keep ahead of it.” 

_The girl smiled faintly. “Tt must 
have been a good race. I had no 
idea that old Fox there was that 
fast. 

“He ain’t. I didn’t have time to 
fool with no horse. I got off an’ 
took it afoot. But you a 

“The one that was after me didn’t 
try to dust me off,’ Madge stated. 
“Instead of that he threw dirt all 
over me.” 

“You mean We heard some 
shots a while ago. Was somebody 
shootin’ at you?” Glen demanded 
with a burst of anger. 

“He wasn’t trying to hit me, I 
guess, but he was shooting right at 
my pony’s feet. It’s a wonder he 
didn’t break one of its legs. I nearly 
got throwed off.” 


“What the hell?” Dan ejaculated. 
“You wasn’t doing anything to him. 
Didn’t he give you any warnin’?” 

“Tf throwing dirt and gravel all 
over me was a warning, I guess he 
did.” Madge smiled. 

“Are we goin’ to let him git away 
with that?” Dan Yancey asked 
grimly. 

“You are,” Madge _ declared 
quickly and positively. “I was right 
in the middle of his sheep, and I 
suppose he thought I was a cow- 
boy.” 


XCEPT for a certain neatness 
and a_ preponderance of 
bright colors, the girl was 

dressed no differently than the ordi- 
nary cow-puncher. She rode a man’s 
saddle and had a pair of batwing 
chaps of black leather over her over- 
alls. She could very easily be mis- 
taken for a boy, but she was too 
small to be mistaken for a grown 
man. 

Glen realized that it was a time 
to exercise cool judgment. Dan 
Yancey was no more angry than 
he over the affair, but yielding to 
temper would not solve any prob- 
lem. 

- “What were you doing among his 
sheep?” he asked. He knew well 
enough that the one thing no real 
sheep-herder can tolerate is having 
his herd disturbed when the sheep 
are grazing. It usually meant that 
the herd would roam the remainder 
of the day, and peace and serenity 
would be blasted for the luckless 
shepherd. 

“We dehorned some steers late 
last winter and the heads of some 
of the poor things didn’t get well 
before the flies came. Now we have 
to doctor them with creosote. I’ve 
been helping Windy. There’s one 
down here on the creek. I know 
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it’s sick, or it wouldn’t be alone 
there with all those sheep. I don’t 
suppose I could do anything with 
it myself, but I thought I could try. 
But that herder convinced me that 
I haven’t lost any sick steers.” 

“Come on inside, Madge, and get 
something to eat,” Glen invited. 
“Then we'll see what can be done 
about the sick steer.” 

“But isn’t it dangerous to make 


ourselves to home like this?” the girl: 


asked. 
back?” 

“So much the better,’ Dan Yan- 
cey said grimly. He stopped out- 
side long enough to get the rifle off 
his saddle. 

‘ Eating the meal, Glen felt, would 
give them all time to cool off: They 
finished the meal rather . hurriedly 
and with little conversation. The 
men they had ‘clashed with thus far 
were only sheep-herders, and prob- 
ably not inclined to hurt any one 
except in self-defense. But at any 
time some of the crew of hired fight- 
ing men might be along, and the 
situation would be different. ‘Both 
Glen and Dan were minded to con- 
vince even the shepherds that pro- 
miscuous shooting at anybody that 
looked like a cow-puncher might be 
dangerous business. After all, this 
had always been cattle range. 

Madge volunteered the informa- 
tion that Edith Granville was still 
at the Parrish ranch, and so shaken 
as a result of her experience that 
she couldn’t get out of bed. Madge’s 
smaller sister had been delegated to 
look after the guest. Glen gathered 
that one reason Madge was out on 
the range was because she didn’t 
care much for the company of the 
blond girl. One was sheep; the 
other cattle; and never the twain 
would meet. 

Dan Yancey suggested that they 
wreck the sheep wagon by pulling 


“What if the herder comes 


it over the brow of the hill and let- 
ting it crash at the bottom, but the 
other two vetoed it. Glen believed 
that the time was not yet ripe for 
such tactics. 

They kept out of sight as much 
as possible after leaving the camp 
until they reached a point where 
they could see the lone-steer in the 
middle of the herd of grazing sheep. 


“The herder was not insight. 


“He was up on that knoll when 
he shot at me,” Madge pointed out. 
-“Hle may be there and he may 
not,” Glen said. “A good herder 
knows that the best way to keep 
coyotes away from his herd is to 
stay out of sight. If the herder 
ain't in’ sight, your wise coyote 


-won’t attack because he don’t know 


where the herder may pop out at 
him. Did you say you had a bottle 
of creosote?” 

“Yes. If "you boys go down where 
that steer is, I’m going with you,’ 
Madge declared. “But the animal 
isn’t worth it. Please don’t risk get- 
ting yourselves killed.” 

“It ain’t the value of the steer, 
it’s the principal of the thing,” Dan 
Yancey spoke up. “No white-col- 
lared sheepman nor his bewhiskered 
gun slingers can tell me where to 
ride or where not to.” 

“Right,” Glen said, “but the first 

thing to do is round up that shootin’ 
shepherd.” 
. “Leave that to me,” Dan Yancey 
said. “This damned rifle is makin’ 
my leg sore, an’ I’m gonna use it 
or throw the damned thing away. 
Wait here till I get to the top of 
that hill, then ride up on your steer. 
If Mr. Shep starts shootin’ at you, 
then Ill fix him so he won’t never 
shoot at anybody else.” 

His last words were thrown back 
over his shoulder as he galloped 
away. 
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CHAPTER VIII. — 
THROUGH SHOOTING AT. PEOPLE. 


ADGE PARRISH gazed at 
Glen, now white-faced and 


starry-eyed. “Do you think 
Dan means to kill that herder?” she 
queried. 

“T don’t know what he means to 
do,” Glen answered, “but he ain’t 
carryin’ that Winchester just for an 
ornament. Remember, some of his 
friends were killed yesterday, and 
he darned near got it himself. He 
ain’t talkin’ much, but he’s takin’ it 
hard. These shootin’ shepherds 
ain’t sweetened his disposition a 
bit.” 

“What will we do?” the girl 
asked. “How can we stop it?” 

~“T don’t know that I’m crazy to 
stop it myself,’ Glen said slowly, 
“but I don’t want you to get hurt.” 
_ Before he could stop her, Madge 
had put spurs to her mount and was 
galloping straight through the mid- 
dle of the sheep herd toward the 
sore-headed steer. 

“Madge, wait!” he yelled as he 
‘spurred his own somewhat pokey 
mount in pursuit. 

“Tf you boys are in for it, so am 
I,” the girl cried undauntedly. 

Glen sighed. With a desperate 
effort, he got his mount alongside 
the girl and between her and the 
‘knoll where the shepherd was most 
likely to be. They were in for it 
now, and would have to see the 
thing through. 

They were riding down a strip of 
open meadow, and the sheep scur- 
ried away in both directions as they 
passed through. Then those far- 


thest away, alarmed at the commo- . 


tion, began bleating to their lambs, 
and the whole herd started running 
toward a common center. Glen 
knew that that would bring the 
shepherd, and the fellow would come 


shooting. It was seldom indeed, he 
knew, that a herder could get a band 
spread out and feeding as this herd 
was doing. To have that effect 
ruined would make even the mildest- 
tempered: shepherd lose his temper. 
And Savage’s herders had been 
chosen because of their fighting 
qualities. 

Wham! 

The expected bullet wasn’t long 
in coming. Glen’s mount doubled 
up like a jackknife as it leaped into 
the air and came down with a twist 
that was meant to unseat its rider. 
The bullet had come entirely too 
close for any one to believe that the 
shepherd had only been trying to 
warn them. The fellow meant busi- 
ness! ; 

There was no use in Glen’s reply- 
ing with his six-shooter. His one 
concern was to get the girl out of 
danger. He crowded his mount close 
against hers and steered an angling 
course toward the nearest willows on 
the farther side of the meadow. 

Whish! 

Another bullet sped through the 
air almost in front of their noses. 
They were a poor target, but the 
herder was evidently a good marks- 
man, and he was allowing for the 
drop of his bullets and shooting 
high. 

A third and a fourth bullet 
whipped so close that each time it 
made Glen involuntarily cringe. 
The herder was shooting slowly and 
deliberately. And now Glen saw 
that the brush was too thin and 
scattering to afford shelter. For the 
second time that day he found him- 
self in ignominious retreat. 

Then, suddenly, another rifle 
blared, and this. time there was no 
sound of a whining bullet near them. 
The report, too, had a different 


sound. Three times it spoke, and 
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twice the louder sounding rifle 
boomed a reply. 

Glen and Madge reached the thin 
fringe of willows and stopped. The 
shooting had ceased. The last bul- 
let had sounded from Dan’s gun. 

“Well, I guess the shep won’t 
have any more time to bother with 
us,” Glen commented grimly. “Let’s 
doctor that steer.” 

“Do you—think Dan killed him?” 
the girl faltered. 

“It’s not likely. But I'll bet he 
pad bios puttin’ out for the tall tim- 

er. 

“Windy always said that the Yan- 
cey boys would die with their boots 
on. He admired them so much be- 
cause of their fighting qualities. I 
suppose it was because he was so 
harmless himself.” She suddenly 


began to cry. : 

“Here, buck up,” Glen said 
crisply. “Be ready to hang your 
rope on that steer. He’s on the 
prod.” 


Madge continued to sniffle, but 
she took down her rope. The steer, 
rendered frantic by the flies and its 
sore head, was emphatically on the 
fight. It charged toward Glen as he 
rode forward, but he easily got his 
mount out of the way and hung his 
rope on the steer’s neck. After sev- 
eral unsuccessful attempts, Madge 
managed to snare one of its hind 
feet, and it was soon stretched on 
its side. Glen dismounted, leaving 
his horse to hold the rope, and 
poured creosote over the festering 
sores to kill the maggots and keep 
the flies away. There was nothing 
more they could do. 


LEN had just taken his rope 
GG off the animal and got back 
on his horse, when they saw 

Dan lIcping down to join them. The 
bronzed face of the puncher was 


now almost as white as Madge’s. 


“Say, what are you doin’ here? I 
thought you was supposed to keep 
the herder from shootin’ at us,” Glen 
called. 

“He won’t bother you any more,” 
Yancey answered. “He’s through 
shootin’ at people.” 

“You mean——” Glen ejaculated, 
and left the sentence unfinished. 

“Right through the head,” Dan 
said, as though that were explana- 
tion enough. It was. 

Glen glanced at the girl’s terror- 
stricken face and quickly away 
again. “Well ” he began help- 
lessly. 

“Listen, you people,” Dan Yancey 
said quietly, “you don’t need to be 
mixed up in this. Those other sheps 
saw two men, but they can’t be sure 
who it was. I'll have Cal say he 
was with me. We'll be outlawed 
anyway. I didn’t think I could hit 
him at that distance; honest I didn’t. 
He was hunkered down by a little 
aspen tree with just his head stickin’ 
up. I couldn’t hit a mark as small 
as that again once in a hundred 
times. But I saw the bullet strike. 
He just jerked and quivered and 
then lay still.” 

“You didn’t go any closer?” 

“No.” 

“T’m not puttin’ my share of this 
onto Cal’s shoulders,” Glen stated, 
“though Madge has got to be kept 
out of it. But before I saddle my- 
self with a charge of murder, I’ve 
got to know for sure that the man 
is dead. Lead us to him.” 

The knoll where the herder had 
been was really the blunt end of a 
long ridge that projected back in 
the other direction. From the top, 
Dan indicated the small, scrubby 
aspen behind which the herder had 
taken refuge. Behind it, they could 
see the man’s hat and his body 
stretched out and faintly outlined. 

“You’d better stay here, Madge,” 
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Glen suggested, but the girl would 
not be left behind. 

‘They were within three rods of 
the hat when Glen, who was ahead, 
suddenly uttered an ejaculation of 
astonishment, and then gave a shout 
of laughter. 

“What the hell ” Dan Yancey 
began, and then his eyes fairly 
bugged out of his head. ' There was 
no body there! Merely a hat and 
coat! 

The slow-breaking grins on all 
three faces were a study in human 
emotions. For a full minute no one 
spoke. 

In times past, two aspen trees had 
grown practically from the same 
root. One of them had been chopped 
down, leaving a stump about six 
inches high and four inches in diam- 
eter. On this stump the shepherd’s 
hat was perched, and behind it his 
coat was draped over the fallen 
trunk. From a distance it bore a 
striking resemblance to the prone 
figure of a man’ with his head just 
projecting above the ground. 

“Glory! What a relief,’ Dan 
Yancey breathed, and the others 
realized that Dan was no killer: at 
heart. 

“Well, anyway, old scout, it was 
good shootin’,’ Glen said. “You 
plumb ruined his sky piece, and 
you'd have muddled his thoughts if 
his head had been in it.” 

Dan’s bullet had struck the hat 

an inch above the hatband, and 
passed through the stump. It had 
all but torn the brim away where it 
came out. Marks in the dirt showed 
where the herder had lain, five feet 
away. 
“Tf that bullet struck when he was 
there, I'l] bet he decided then an’ 
there’ he'd had all of your marks- 
manship he wanted,” Glen said. 

“He was there all right,” Dan 
said. “I had him spotted, but I 


waited for him to shoot again and 
then let him have it. I remember 
the smoke looked off to one side, 
but I thought the wind had carried 
it over there.” 

“The wind is blowing the other 
way,’ Madge spoke for the first 
time. SS 

Dan grinned sheepishly. “So it 
is. An’ all the time I thought I was 
so blamed cool an’ collected.” 

Nobody laughed. This business 
of killing men wasn’t so simple and 
easy as it sounded. 

“Let’s git out of here before some- 
body else bobs up,” Madge said 
nervously. 

“Right,” Glen said. “And let this 
be a lesson to you not to be roamin’ 
this far from home alone. But it 
ought to warn the shep, too.” 

‘He hung. the herder’s discarded 
raiment on the tree, and with a 
blunt pencil pens a note on the 
torn hat brim: : 


Suep: Keep your head where it belongs. 
This is a shameless waste of ammunition. 


“Anyway,” Dan said, “I’m awful 
glad I didn’t hit him. He had no 
business snipin’ at people, but 
thinkin’ I’d killed him was a hell of 
a sensation.” 

“He probably feels a wave of 
reformation himself now,” Glen 
drawled dryly. “Even if his head 
wasn’t in that hat when you hit, 
Tl bet for a minute he knew what 
it feels like to be dead.” 


located the band of range 

horses, but after a brisk two 
miles’ run the animals settled into 
a long, wild, horse lope and headed 
obediently toward the corral at 
Windy Waters’s ranch. During the 
run, as at everything else that day, 
Madge Parrish proved that she was 
in every sense a true daughter of 


[ was nearly sundown when they 
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the range. She kept up her end and 
asked no favors from anybody. 

Just after they reached the road, 
they met a neighboring rancher 
named Larsen on his way home from 
Banner. Glen and Dan .couldn’t 
well wait to talk lest the horses get 
away. Dan. shouted at Madge to 
get the news, and they continued on 
to the corral. The oe arrived 
within five minutes. . 

“Larsen says they held the in- 
quests to-day, but no warrants were 
issued for anybody’s arrest,” Madge 
reported. “Savage, Granville, and 
most of the county officers were all 
for issuing warrants for the arrest 
of all the cowmen, particularly Dan, 
Cal, Red Smith, and. Rod Barnett, 
but, Sheriff Bowers told them plainly 
that if there was any warrants bein’ 
issued he’d insist that the first one 
be for Swappy for the murder of 
Windy Waters.” 

“Bowers has always been on the 
level,” Dan said. 

“Larsen said George Savage was 
pawin’ up the earth an’ saying that 
all you boys were outlaws and that 
he would have his men treat you as 
such,” Madge continued. 


“Suits me,” Dan Yancey said 
grimly. “It'll come to that any- 
way.” 


“They're going to have the 
funerals to-morrow afternoon, and I 
guess we'll bury Windy, too,” 
Madge said. 

“We'll be there,” Dan stated. 

“Oh, Dan, you mustn’t,” the girl 
pleaded. “Savage will have his 
killers there, and there’d certainly 
be trouble.” 

Glen added his voice to the girl’s, 
but Dan was not impressed. 

“Billy Goodall an’ Sam Baker 
were my friends,” he declared. “No 
damned sheepman is goin’ to scare 
me away from their funeral.” 


Madge rode home alone, and Dan 


. Yancey refused Glen’s invitation to 


stay all night. Glen went to bed 
immediately after supper. Only by 
an accident had:a killing on the 
range been averted that day. To- 
morrow the hostile forces would 
meet again. Nothing but the abject 
surrender of one party or the other 
could long delay an avalanche of 
bloodshed. and violence, and, know- 
ing both sides as he did Glen 
Hatcher. knew that neither one was 
going to weaken. 


CHAPTER IX. 
EMPTIED GUNS. 


“HE next forenoon Glen 
Hatcher spent getting ac- 
quainted with the two new 

horses. They were full brothers and 
coal-black. Dan Yancey had not 
exaggerated their qualifications. 
They were built more for sturdiness 
than for speed, but when Glen gad- 
dled them, each in turn, and climbed 
aboard, he found them far from 
short in action. Rude and Gay, Dan 
had named them, and once again he 
had hit the mark. 

Glen had a terrific session with 
each of them while it lasted, but 
their rebellion was short-lived, and 
they accepted defeat cheerfully. He 
decided they would do well enough 
for ordinary riding, and the one 
called Rude gave indication of being 
a natural-born cow horse. 

After dinner, Glen mounted Gay 
and headed for Banner. He had no 
desire to spend more time in the 
town than was necessary, but he had 
a premonition of trouble and felt 
that he had to be there. He knew 
that Madge was going in to Windy’s 
funeral, and she had mentioned that 
she was going to take the children. 
That meant that she would have 
gone long since, so he cut straight 
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across the range instead of detouring 
by the Parrish place. 

As soon as he came in sight of 
Banner, Glen saw two groups of peo- 
ple at opposite sides of the little 
sagebrush cemetery. By the looks 
of the rigs and horses everybody in 
that end of the county was present, 
but by far the preponderance of the 
crowd was at the west end of the 
cemetery; yet there were some strik- 
ing rigs and splendid horseflesh rep- 
resented at the other side. There 
were open graves at each place, and 
the coffins were just being lowered. 

Glen recognized the familiar 
Goodall G7 brand on some of the 
horses close to the larger crowd 
which confirmed his guess that this 
was the cattle faction. Before he 
dismounted, he could see the tall, 
broad-shouldered figures of the Yan- 
cey brothers standing well back from 
the graves on the very edge of the 
crowd. They were surrounded by 
the rest of the Goodall punchers and 
a number of local cowhands. They 
were taking no chances on a sur- 
prise attack, yet they looked no 
more formidable than the equally 
numerous fighting men under the 
Savage banner at the other side. 
Glen recognized Buck Davis among 
the others, and a few others glimpsed 
briefly on his previous visit to town. 
He noted the absence of the two 
gunmen who had stopped at the 
Parrish ranch. Savage was not leav- 
ing his herds altogether unguarded. 
Glen wondered if the events of the 
previous day had not had something 
to do with that. 

He dismounted and started to- 
ward the Yanceys, but he had 
scarcely struck the ground before he 
was confronted by Marshal Strong. 

“Leave that gun right there on 
your saddle,” the marshal ordered 
importantly. “We’re not allowin’ 
any hardware inside the cemetery.” 


“Is that so?” 

Glen looked around and noticed 
that a gun hung over almost every 
saddle horn. 

“That’s fine,” he said, and un- 
buckled his own gun belt. He hung 
the weapon on the saddle horn, and 
then, moved by some inexplicable 
impulse, he stepped over to the 
horse wearing Dan Yancey’s saddle 
and removed Yancey’s gun from the 
holster. 

“Here, what the hell you doin’?” 
Strong demanded irascibly. “Put 
that gun back. I told everybody 
I'd watch their guns, and 

Swiftly, Glen twirled the cylinder 
of the six-gun, and the marshal 
paused i in confusion. 

“So after the boys had gone in- 
side you unloaded ’em as well,” Glen 
said slowly. “That was sure 
thoughtful of you, marshal.” 

“Of course I did. Just as a pre- 


caution. Them hot-headed cow- 
punchers ie 
“Of course. But I may need my 


gun in a hurry. And if I find it 
ain’t loaded, Strong, law or no law, 
I'll kick you every step of the way 
back to town.” 


TT ypEFORE the astounded marshal 
could open his mouth, Glen 
was .walking rapidly toward 

the crowd. Dan Yancey saw him 

and grinned a wry greeting. Cal and 

a few of the other men, who had 

worked for and with him in the old 

days when he was Goodall’s fore- 
man, nodded. Apparently, his ac- 
tions during the fight and perhaps 

Dan’s statement had caused them to 

forget much of their resentment. In- 

stead of stopping with them, he 
pressed on through the crowd. 

He caught sight of Madge stand- 
ing by one of the graves. She was 
weeping quietly, and her smaller 
brothers and sisters more loudly, be- 
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cause of grief for old Windy. Glen 
was looking for the sheriff, and he 
saw the man standing off to one 
side with a tall, lank, gray-headed 
man with a grim, leathery face. 
The old man was Jim Goodall, the 
owner of the G7 outfit, Glen’s for- 
mer employer. 

The two were talking so earnestly 
in low tones that they failed to see 
Hatcher. He stood for a minute 
listening to them, hating to inter- 
rupt. 

“Fightin? won’t git anybody any- 
where, Jim,” the sheriff was arguing. 
“As long as there’s sheep and cattle 
and open range there'll always be 
conflicts and somebody _ gittin’ 
killed. Nine times out of ten, it’s 
the wrong party, but it’s a risk we 
have to take. None of us can live 
forever, and you and me have been 
around enough to have seen this 
happen a lot of times. You don’t 
want to see a lot of fine young fel- 
lers kill each other off, Jim, just to 
save your range for you.” 

“No, I don’t, Bill,” the cattleman 
said. “I don’t give a damn if I 
don’t have a dollar left when it’s 
over, but I mean to see that the 
other side suffers just as much as 
we do.” 

“Thats’ no way to talk, Jim,” the 
sheriff protested. “If you pull out 
and let the sheepmen have this 
range, you'll save something out of 
the mess. But if you persist you 
may find yourself = 

“Right where those boys are 
now,” Goodall pointed toward the 
coffins. “There lies my last living 
relative. I started from scratch and 
accumulated a fortune. What good 
has it been to me? I never hired 
a puncher who didn’t spend as much 
money on himself as I have. When 
I wanted to spend, I couldn’t. Now 
I don’t want to. During my time, 
there’s been at least ten men killed 


in my employ, and I don’t know 
how many killed by them. My men 
have always stuck by me. Do you 
think I’m goin’ to lay down be- 
cause of a few paltry dollars and 
admit that the old man _ himself 
can’t take it?” 

“T’m sorry, Jim,” the sheriff said, 
plainly worried. Sheriff Bowers was 
a man whose integrity had never 
been questioned. 

Glen Hatcher suddenly stepped 
forward so that the men had to no- 
tice him. Sheriff Bowers nodded 
briefly, but Goodall extended his 
hand. 

“How are you, Glen?” he greeted. 
“The boys tell me you’ve lost your 
job because of this mess.” 

“Yes, it seems like it,’ Glen ad- 
mitted. “I’m mighty sorry about 
Billy, Jim. I saw him pass out, and 
he went down fighting like a man.” 

Goodall turned away to conceal 
the emotion that he could no longer 
restrain. Glen touched the sheriff 
on the arm and drew him to one 
side. 

“Do you want to see a wholesale 
massacre pulled off here after the 
funeral?” Glen asked bluntly. 

“What are you talkin’ about?” 
Bowers demanded. “I’m gonna keep 
these firebrands apart if it’s the last 
thing I ever do.” 

“Who’s watchin’ the guns in the 
other camp?” 

“One of my deputies, Hugh 
York.” 

“Has he taken the shells out of 
all their guns?” 

“Of course not,” Bowers said with 
astonishment. 

“Well, I happen to have found 
out that Marshal Strong has done 
just that with the others. I leave 
it to you as to whether Buck Davis 
and his crowd knows about it,” Glen 
said grimly. 

“Why, the dirty, murderin’ rat!” 
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the sheriff gritted with fury. “Leave 
it to me, and for Mike’s sake, don’t 
say anything about it to Goodall’s 
men.” 

The officer turned on his heel and 
walked rapidly back to where Strong 
stood. Glen grinned as he saw the 
marshal start to reload guns. It 
was satisfying to have the sheep- 
minded marshal humiliated, but 
Glen knew that his accidental dis- 
covery of what the man did had 
almost certainly prevented another 
bloody encounter, in which the lives 
of innocent bystanders would be en- 
dangered. 

It would have been easy for Buck 
Davis and his killers to have pre- 
cipitated a clash, and when the cow- 
hands went for their guns they 
would have found them empty. 

But Sheriff Bowers. was an effi- 
cient officer. He owed his election 
to the people of the county as well 
as the town, so, unlike, Marshal 
Strong, he didn’t have to take orders 
from George B. Savage. 


ning to fall upon all that re- 

mained of young Billy Good- 
all, Windy Waters, and Sam Baker. 
Glancing across the cemetery, Glen 
saw that the graves on the other 
side had already been filled. George 
B. Savage and others were already 
milling back toward their horses and 
outfits. The danger of a clash was 
not all past, though the sheriff had 
now joined his deputy on the other 
side. Presently, Glen saw them talk- 
ing to Savage and his chief gunman, 
Buck Davis. Neal Granville didn’t 
seem to be at the funeral. 

Suddenly, Glen caught Madge’s 
eye, and he joined her. She had 
dried her eyes and seemed com- 
posed. The younger children still 
lingered by the graveside of old 
Windy, fascinated by the sheer 


A ing to the sods were begin- 


drama of seeing one they had long 
known buried from sight beneath 
cold, black earth. 

“You were late for the services,” 
the gir! said. 

“Yes. I don’t like funerals.” 

“Nor I. But I had to come. I 
want to get the children out of town 
as quickly as _ possible. I—I’m 
afraid there’ll be more trouble.” 

“I don’t look for it to-day,” Glen 
said. “Sheriff Bowers has got things 
under control.” 

“Maybe. I’d like to go home 
from here, but I’ve got to get into 
the drug store to get some things 
for Rod Barnett.” 

“How is he?” se 

“He says he’s all right, and Cal 
and Dan say so, too. They stopped 
there this morning. But he’s got to 
have some things, and I’m worried 
about him being found. The kids 
and Herman saw some strange men 
hanging around the place yester- 
day.” . 

“Miss Granville still there?” 

“She’s still there. Her father sent 
word that he’d gone to the State 
capital on. business, but would come 
after her to-morrow. She’s not such 
a bad sort,” Madge said generously. 

“Look here. You take the kids 
home right from here. Give me a 
list of what you want and I'll get 
it,” Glen offered. 

“But there’d be more danger for 
you than there would be for us,” the 
girl protested. 

“But I’m going to town, anyway,” 
he lied. 

As he got. Madge and the chil- 
dren started away, he saw Sheriff 
Bowers hurrying across the grave- 
yard with a worried face. The offi- 
cer went at once to old man Good- 
all. 

“[’'m asking you, Jim, to keep 
your men here until after Savage’s 


men leave. They’re going to town, 
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so to avoid more trouble I want your 
men to keep clear out of town,”. he 
said. 

“That ain’t applyin’ to me,” Cal 
Yancey said arrogantly. “I. go 
where I please an’ when I please. 
The sheep-herder never lived that 
could keep me from goin’ where I 
want to.” 

“Goodall, I’m appealing to you,” 
the sheriff said. “You know that I 
sympathize with you in this fight, 
but if you don’t do what you can 
to keep the peace, you may force me 
to take sides against you. 

“That'll be all right,” Cal Yancey 
said before his “employer could 
speak. “You'll be against us, any- 
way, before it’s over, and I guess 
we can handle you, too.” 

“Shut up, Cal,” Dan Yancey said. 
“Jim is givin’ the orders.” 

“YT reckon the sheriff is right, 
boys,” .Goodall stated. “I’m not 
sayin’ we're goin’ to lay down in this 
fight, but we’ll make them bring it 
to us.” 

Hatcher knew that it was lucky 
that Goodall was present. Cal 
Yancey would not have retreated. 
Glen had often wondered what it 
was about Goodall which en- 
abled him to dominate men the way 
he did.. But he knew that the men 
who worked with him would follow 
him to hell. 

They waited where they were un- 
til. the sheepmen had all reached 
town. Then the cowhands started 
toward their horses. Marshal Strong 
had disappeared. 

Glen swung into step behind Dan. 

“Say nothing to Cal about it until 
you're out of town, but take a good 
look at your guns. You may need 
’em, an’ they might have been mon- 
keyed with,” he said. 

“You know anything?” Dan asked 
quickly. 

“7 know that Strong took the car- 


tridges out of every gun, but the 

sheriff made him put ’em back.” 
“Why, the dirty. > eat 

gritted, then caught himeslf and 


grinned. “Thanks. You goin’ our 
way?” = 
“No. Not right now. But I'll be 


seein’ you.’ 
“Tl say you will,’ Dan answered 
enigmatically. 


LEN was s almost the last man 

to leave the cemetery. But 

before he reached town he 

was overtaken by Hugh York, 

Bowers’s deputy, a _ well set-up, 

blond young fellow of twenty-five, 
whom Glen knew by sight. 

Lg ( thought you’d be ridin’ the 
other way,” the deputy offered. 

“Nope. Got some tradin’ to do,” 
Glen said laconically. 

“Don’t know as I oughta let you 
go any farther,’ the man said. 
“They tell me you’ve quite the sheep 
an’ joined the other side. That 
won’t make you popular with Davis 
and his gang.” 

“Y’m not lookin’ for popularity, 
so we're all even.” 

“Just the same, I think I'll be 
stickin’ right with you till you git 
that tradin’ done,” York said. 

Hatcher could only shrug. They 
rode slowly. down. the street which 
had only recently resounded with 
the roar of death-dealing guns, and 
the town seemed strangely subdued 
and somnolent. Yet it was a false 
sort of quiet that to Glen Hatcher 
seemed like it might erupt at any 
moment into a seething volcano of 
violence. 

He dismounted in front of the 
drug store, and the deputy went in- 
side with him, in spite of Glen’s 
broad hint that he might as well re- 
main where he was. When he gave 
his orders, York pricked up his ears. 

“What’s the idea of buyin’ all 
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that stuff?” the deputy asked. 
“Gonna start you a private hos- 
pital?” 

“I might at that,” Glen said 
tersely. 

When he stepped out on the side- 
walk, he saw three men angling 
across the street toward his horse. 
One of them was Buck Davis, an- 
other a sandy-complexioned man of 
about forty with a wolfish expres- 
sion on his gaunt, lean face, while 
the third was a sheep-herder who 
somehow looked vaguely familiar. 

Glen clapped hand to gun to make 
sure that his weapon was where he 
wanted it, and shifted his bundles 
under his left arm. 

“That the man?” Buck Davis 
asked as the three stopped. 

“Yep; that’s one of ’em,” the 
sheep-herder answered, and _ it 
flashed into Glen’s mind where he 
had seen the fellow. He was one of 
the herders who had fired at him 
and Dan the day before. 

“Well, York, seein’ as you’re with 
this fellow you’d better stay with 
him,” Davis said. “This man of 
mine is goin’ to swear out a com- 
plaint against him for attempted 
murder. He was one of three who 
tried to raid two of my camps yes- 
terday and shot at the herders.” 

“He forgot to say that the herder 
here fired first,” Glen said. 

“That’s a dirty lie,” the herder 
bleated. 

Hatcher felt that it was a trick 
to put the cattlemen technically in 
the wrong, and that he had been 
slated as the next victim. He was 
boiling anyway, and the lie suddenly 
made him see red. Before the 
others realized that he intended to 
move, he took one step forward and 
his hard, rocklike fist thudded 
against the herder’s jaw. The fel- 
low dropped like a log. 

Instantly, Davis and the other 


men laid hands to guns, but Glen’s 
hand had dropped to his weapon at 
the same time theirs did. 

“It’s your move, gents,” he told 
them steadily. 


CHAPTER X. 
OPEN SEASON. 


OR one tense moment the 
kK three men faced each other, 

each with a hand firmly grip- 
ping the worn butt of a holstered 
six-shooter. The herder lay still in 
the dirt, a hand clasped motionless 
over his fractured jaw. The deputy 
sheriff seemed paralyzed. 

Had Hatcher been one second 
slower, he would probably have 
died, but, finding themselves with 
no advantage in point of time, 
neither of the gunmen cared to risk 
his first bullet by continuing his 
draw. They glared silently until the 
deputy suddenly came to life. 

“Here you! None of that!” York 
rasped and stepped between the an- 
tagonists, though stopping just short 
of the possible range of fire. 

Buck Davis removed his hand 
from his gun and the other man re- 
luctantly followed suit. Hatcher 
kept his hand where it was. 

“A hell of a sheep foreman you 
was,” slowly intoned the man with 
the wolf face. “Quit the first min- 
ute the goin’ got tough. An’ that 
bunch you had hired are the yaller- 
est pack. of curs I ever laid eyes 
on. Too damned yaller to cross a 
line that some fool cowhand laid 
out.” 

“Come on, Shep. My herder has 
identified him. That’s all we want,” 
Davis said. “We'll swear out a war- 
rant.” 

The men turned and walked away, 
and the herder got to his feet and 
trailed after them. 

“You didn’t seem to make a hit 
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‘with the man who got your job,” 
‘York said. “That was Shep Ander- 
son, Granville’s new foreman.” 

- “Oh!” Hatcher smiled with grim 
satisfaction. As foreman for the 
sheep outfit, he had tried to be a 
square shooter. He knew that most 
herders were far from being the 
timorous, half-cracked souls they 
‘were: supposed to be. And as fore- 
man, he had hired a superior grade 
of.men. But he hadn’t until now 
considered that they might refuse 
to bring their herds onto the con- 
tested range: 

“Tf they’re goin’ to swear out a 
warrant, I guess I’d better hold 
you,” York said. 

“You ain’t got it yet, have cli 
Glen snapped. 

- “No-o, but 

“Then don’t = holdin’ me.” 

Glen tied his packages in the coat 
roll and swung into the saddle. 

“So long, York,” he called. 

“T reckon I'll soon Ye after you, 
fella, so space your tracks a long 
way apart,” the deputy retorted. 

The Gay horse, being unused to 
town, spooked himself into all sorts 
of knots until they were on the out- 
skirts. Then Glen straightened the 
animal out and struck a fast lope 
toward home. 

So, apparently, he was the first 
one to be outlawed. The wisest 
thing, he knew, was to make tracks 
out of the country. But he had 
agreed to buy Windy Waters’s 
ranch, and to help Madge Parrish 
with her cattle, and he was not go- 
ing to back out. 

He was following the new road, 
not far from where he had rescued 
the Granville girl, when a sudden 
commotion below spooked up his 
half-wild mount again, and he had 
his work cut out to keep the animal 
from abruptly quitting the earth. 
But he did catch the sound of 


pounding hoofs and rattling leather, 
and once, when he turned his head, 
he glimpsed a pair of black horses 
through the brush several hundred 
yards away. They were headed to- 
ward town, and they were throwing 
distance behind them like the devil 
was at their heels. 


IEF though that glimpse was, 

Glen was sure it was Neal 

Granville’s buggy team, and 
they were certainly not connected 
with any buggy. Apparently, they 
had once again run away and 
ditched the buggy, but the question 
in his mind was who had been be- 
hind them. He knew it would be 
useless to try to catch them on his 
still kinky bronco. 

He straightened Gay out at a 
good fast lope, and within a mile of 
the Parrish place he overtook 
Madge and her small brood. She 
pulled up to wait for him, but the 
children raced on toward home. He 
wondered, briefly, if she had sent 
them on ahead. 

“Was—was there any trouble in 
town?” she asked. 

“No,” he lied, “the Yancey crowd 
stayed out of the danger zone and 
the sheepmen had everything their 
own way.” 

“They didn’t offer to bother you?” 
she asked. 

“Well, not to speak of. The man 
who has taken my place did com- 
plain that I’d ruined the crew, but 
I had the deputy sheriff with me so 
he didn’t start anything.” 

“Oh, I’ m glad. I’ve been worried 
about you.’ 

“That’s flattering.” He smiled. 
“Oh, yes, one of those sheps who 
bombarded us yesterday was in 
town tryin’ to swear out a com- 
plaint. He thinks there was three 
of us, so if any questions are asked 
you deny bein’ in that locality.” 
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He treated the matter so casually 
that the girl’s fears were allayed. 

“By the way, did you see any- 
thing of Granville’s buggy team 
along the road?” he asked. 
' “Why, no. They should be in our 
pasture. That is, unless Mr. Gran- 
ville came after her.” 

“You don’t suppose that eA 
would hitch up by herself and try 
going home while you were away, 


do you?” 
“Her?” Madge was inclined to 
laugh. “Edith Granville couldn’t 


hitch up a team to save her life. 
Besides, if she’d wanted to come to 
town I’d have brought her in. She 
knew that. But why do you ask?” 

“Because I’m dead certain that I 
saw that team as I was comin’ in. 
They were loose and harnessed, but 
no buggy. They were runnin’ when 


T saw ’em, but I’m quite sure that 


the lines and traces were done up,” 
Glen said. 

“Come on, let’s hurry,’ Madge 
said, and touched her mount with 
the spurs. 

The three younger children, see- 
ing a chance for a race, put their 
ponies to a gallop and reached the 
house a little ahead of Madge and 
Glen. 

“The buggy’s gone,” Glen stated 
needlessly. 

Madge jumped from her horse 
and ran into the house. 

“Edith!” she called several times. 
No answer. 

“Somebody must have come after 
her,” Glen said. 

“Yes. She was wearing a gingham 
dress of mine, but she’s. taken it off 
and wore her own things away,” 
Madge replied slowly. Then she 
gave the puncher a straight, level 
look. “Are you sure that was the 
team you saw?” 

- “Well, I couldn’t be right certain, 
but on the other hand, I’m pretty 


- of me. 


sure there is no other black team 
and flossy harness just like them in 
this country.” 

Madge dropped her voice. “What 
do you make of it?. Somebody 
came and got her. They would 
either take her to her father’s ranch 
or to town. In either case, they 


’ wouldn’t have turned the team loose 


on the range.” | 

“Her dad is still at the State 
capital,” Glen mused. “How did 
she act, anyway? Had she got her 
sense back?” 

“Mostly. She seemed to like the 
kids, but she was a little suspicious 
But I don’t think she ever 
did quite remember what happened 
before the runaway. She had a lot 
of questions: to ask about you,” 
Madge informed. 

“Did you tell her I used to be her 
dad’s foreman?” 

“Yes, I did. Glen, do you—do 
you think—she’s been—kidnaped?” 

“T don’t know what to think. If 
she has, we'll soon hear about it. 
In the meantime, don’t you worry. 
She was forced on you, and it’s none 
of your concern.” 

“But I'd hate to think that any- 
thing had happened to her. She’s 
not a bad sort, Glen. Just a little 
high-headed and stuck-up,” Madge 
said. 

“By the way, I wonder if I hadn’t 
better have a look at Rod Barnett. 
He may have just possibly seen the 
girl leave. I’ve got his medicine, 
and maybe I can dress his wound 
for him,” Glen said. 

He got the packages from the 
back of the saddle, and made his 
way to the play house where Barnett 
had taken refuge. The man wasn’t 
there. Glen looked around closely 
before he ventured to call, but there 
was no answer. All the wounded 
man’s belongings seemed to be gone. 
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“Barnett has gone,” he reported 
when he returned to the house. 

“But he couldn’t have left,” 
Madge protested. “He was wounded. 
I told him not to leave.” 

“Well, he’s gone,” Glen said, “and 
so has the girl.” 

“But they couldn’t have gone 
away together,’ Madge argued. 
“Miss Granville didn’t know any- 
thing about him.” 

“He. wouldn’t have driven her 
away alone,’ Glen said thought- 
fully. 
came along 

“Just what are you _ thinking 
about?” the girl asked. 

“I’m. thinking that Id_ better 
make a fast ride over to the Good- 
all camp and ask a few questions,” 
he replied. 


LEN knew Cal Yancey well 
G enough to know that that 
worthy was capable of do- 
ing almost anything to win a fight. 
It was hard to believe that he would 
resort to abducting a girl, yet Cal 
believed in hurting where the hurt- 
ing was good, when dealing with an 
enemy. Granville was his enemy, 
and he could be hurt most through 
his daughter. 

Glen: had ridden the Gay horse 
as far as he cared to, green as it 
was, so he stopped at Windy’s place 
and caught up Ranger again. It 
was dark by the time he reached 
the man Larsen’s place, where he 
stopped to inquire if the girl had 
been seen. She had not. He pre- 
vailed upon Larsen to ride into 
Banner to make some covert in- 
quiries, then rode on. 

It was another ten miles to the 
G7 cow camp, and the punchers 
were in bed when he arrived. At 
his shout, a dozen men rolled out 
of their blankets, and every man 
came up with.a gun. 


> 


“But if some of his friends _ 


“Who are you and what do you 
want?” Cal Yancey challenged. 

“Keep your shirt on,” Glen 
drawled. “I’m Glen Hatcher.” 

“Well, come on in. We thought 
you'd be driftin’ along sooner or 
later to git something to eat. Your 
sheep-herder friends on your tail for 
quittin’ ’em?” 

“Not right at the moment,” Glen 
said. “By the way, is Rod Barnett 
here?” 

It was more than a minute before 
anybody answered. 
! He ain’t,” 
“Why?” 

“Because he’s disappeared from 
the Parrish place, and so has Neal 
Granville’s daughter. I saw some- 
thing that made me suspect that 


Dan answered 


. the girl might have been taken away 


from there against her will, or that 
atleast indicated that she didn’t 
get as far as she would like to go. 
You fellows wouldn’t know anything 
about it, I reckon.” 

“Of course not,” Jim Goodall now 
spoke up. “As a matter of fact, 
Rod Barnett was here. Said he 
didn’t feel like endangerin’ the Par- 
rish kids any longer. This is no 
place for a wounded man, so I sent 
him on to a safer place.” 

“You think somebody kidnaped 
the Granville girl?” Dan asked. 

“T can’t say for sure. There’s 
things that look funny.” 

“T kinda wish we’d havé thought 
of it first,’ Cal Yancey said. “I 
reckon that would have let us put 
the screws purty hard on her old 
man.” 

“Tt would be the craziest thing 
you could do,” Glen said bluntly. 
“Tt’s liable to be open season on 
cow-punchers, anyway. They’ve 
already got a warrant out for my 
arrest for shootin’ at a sheep-herder, 
so I advise you boys to stay in the 
clear.” 
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“There ain’t no clear to stay 
into,” Cal said harshly. “Open sea- 
son on sheep-herders begins, too, un- 
less they draw their sheep out 
damn pronto.” 

There was no use talking. Glen 
felt that he had found out exactly 
nothing. In the first place, he wasn’t 
sure that anything had happened 
to the Granville girl, but if it had, 
he had no proof that the Yanceys 
were not implicated in it. He knew 
that they would never dare to let 
Jim Goodall know about it, and so 
they would have to deny all knowl- 
edge of it in his presence. 


CHAPTER XI. 
AN OVERTURNED BUGGY. 


O back to bed, everybody,” 
Jim Goodall ordered. “We 
can’t do. anything — until 
morning. Then I’m goin’ to ride in 
an’ have another talk with Sheriff 
Bowers. It looks like a show-down 
was comin’ up, but I wouldn’t worry 
about that girl if I was you, Glen.” 

“Mebbe he’s got a reason for 
worryin’,” Cal insinuated. “Mebbe 
it wasn’t Madge that’s been causin’ 
him to hang around the Parrish 
place so much.” 

Glen wanteéd to drive his fist into 
the handsome face of his cousin, but 
he held onto his temper. 

“When you try to be funny, Cal, 
all you are is sickening,” he said. 

“By heavens, sheep-herder,. if 
you're lookin’ for trouble——” Cal 
howled, as he barged forward. 

Glen stood his ground, but Dan 
Yancey caught his brother around 
the waist and flung him back. 
Goodall and others hastened to act 
as peacemakers. 

“Better turn your horse loose and 
crawl in with me, Glen,” Goodall 
invited, but Glen declined the in- 
vitation and rode away. 


Among other worries was his re- 
lations with his cousins. He had 
never got along with Cal, and now 
Cal was open in his display of con- 
tempt. And yet the ties of blood 
kept Glen from hating the fellow. 
There were things about Cal that 
he admired, and he would like to be 
friends. He did like Dan. But 
Dan’s loyalty first, last, and all the 
time would be to Cal. 

He could see, too, that in Cal’s 
jealous, opinionated mind lurked a 
fear that if Glen came back to the 
G7, Goodall might again make him 
foreman. That would be impossible 
for Cal to bear. 

Despite what he had said about 
getting back to the Parrish ranch, 
Glen stopped at what he now prac- 
tically considered his own place un- 
til morning. But he had had his 
breakfast and was at the Parrish 
gate before sunrise. The man Madge 
had hired to do the irrigating on her 
ranch, one Herman Pederson, a 
hulking giant with a great mass of 
sprangling black whiskers, was just 
coming from the barn. 

“Hello, Hatcher,” he _ greeted. 
“The sheriff is lookin’ for you.” 

“That so? Is he here now?” 

“Nope. Nobody here but the 
Parrish kids. Hugh York went over 
to Windy’s to look for you, but you 
wasn’t there, York said he thought 
you'd dusted out of the country,” 
Herman informed. 

“York has things yet to learn,” 
Glen said dryly. 

He dismounted and accompanied 
Herman into the house. He was 
glad that there were no minions of 
the law cluttering up the landscape. 

Madge had prepared breakfast, 
and the family was waiting for Her- 
man to come in. 

“T’ll fix a place for you,” Madge 
offered, and stepped toward the cup- 
board. 
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“No, thanks,” he declined hastily. 
“I’ve had my breakfast.” 

“Are you afraid to eat my cook- 
ing?” she queried smilingly. 

“Gosh, it would be a pleasure. 
But I’m makin’ myself enough of 
a nuisance around here as it is. 
Have you heard anything about the 
Granville girl?” 


“Not a thing. Nobody: asked 
about her, and I didn’t dare ask any 
questions.” 


~ “That was wise. We'll hear plenty 
soon enough, I’m afraid,” Glen said. 


S soon as the family had eaten, 
Madge changed to her riding 

outfit and left the younger 
children to clear up the dishes. Glen 
saddled her horse and together they 


set out to trace the buggy tracks. — 


At first the rig appeared to have 
started toward the Granville ranch, 
though a much better route would 
have been for it to-have gone back 
to Banner and taken a better road 
from there. But within a mile, they 
saw where the tracks had turned off 
on a dim wood road. 

“Unless it turned off, we'll find it 
within the next two miles,” Glen 
said. “It’s as far as a rig can go.” 

“Another thing I noticed,” the girl 
said, “is that all the gates were de- 
liberately left down.” 

A mile farther on, they came to 
a stream called Sunday Creek. It 
was a swift, treacherous current 
flowing between _ brush-studded 
banks. Where had once been a ford 
was now an abrupt break-off of fully 
ten feet where high water had shored 
the banks. At the bottom of the 
break-off lay Granville’s gay buggy 
upside down, the yellow wheels 
turning gently in the breeze. 

There was little need for com- 
ment. The buggy had been deliber- 
ately rolled over the break-off. For 
a minute or so, they both felt a grip- 


ping fear that they might find the 
murdered body of Edith Granville, 
but there was no evidence that the 
girl had met with violence. 

“T reckon they had an extra horse 
along and took her from here.” Glen 
commented. 

They found a place to get down 
over the bank where they could ex- 
amine the wreck more closely. They 
were about to turn away, when 
Glen’s attention was attracted to a 
bit of paper sticking in the cracks 
of the floor boards. Madge stepped 
close and with her cheek against his 
shoulder read it with him. 


Granvitte: If you want to see your 
daughter alive again get your sheep out of 
this country as quick as God will let you, 
and see that Savage gets his out, too.. Don’t 
try anything smart, for we are desperate 
and we won't be taken alive, and the girl 
will die with us. When all woollies are out 
of the cattle range Miss Granville will be 
turned loose. 


The note was, of course, unsigned. 

Madge looked at Glen blankly. 

“It—it couldn’t have been the 
sheepmen who kidnaped her,” she 
said. “Do—do—you suppose it was 
the Yancey boys after all?” 

“T don’t know,” Hatcher said. 
“Cal Yancey is just fool enough to 
pull such a trick.” 

“Glen; Red Smith wasn’t at the 
funeral yesterday, and neither was 
Pete Simons. I asked Dan about 
Red, and he said Red didn’t figger 
it was safe to come. People saw 
him fire the shot that killed the 
night marshal, and they were afraid 
he’d be arrested. Dan volunteered 
the information that Red had 
stayed at camp with Pete Simons 
to help herd the cavvy,” the girl 
almost whispered. 

“T didn’t know Cal had hired 
Pete,” Glen said thoughtfully. “If 
Red was afraid to come to town he 
could have handled the cavvy alone. 
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Those two hombres are tough 
enough to pull anything—and Rod 
Barnett is just as tough. About the 
only question in my mind _ is 
whether or not Cal Yancey put ’em 
up toat.-L. m dead sure Jim Goodall 
didn’t.” 

“Will it make Granville withdraw 
his sheep?” 

“Granville’s sheep ain’t on the 
cattle range yet, and if I know Sav- 
age, he wouldn’t pull back if it was 
his own daughter whose life was in 
danger.” 

Suddenly the girl gripped his arm. 

“Do you suppose they can blame 
us for this?” she gasped. 

“T’ve been wondering that same 
thing myself,’ Hatcher admitted. 
“Tt’s pretty well known that I took 
her to your place. We may have 
a tough time convincin’ anybody 
that she went willingly. We're just 
as much interested in fightin’ the 
sheepmen as the’ Goodall outfit. It’s 
a heap possible.” 

“Glen, you're foot-loose. Why 
don’t you get out of this country 
while you can? They'll not get a 
squawk out of me. Even if I knew 
the Yanceys had that girl, I don’t 
know that I'd say a word.” Her 
hand was still on his arm. 

“Tough guy, you.” Glen smiled. 
“I’ve wondered who old Windy was 
tryin’ to pattern himself after. Now 
I know.” 

“T’m_ serious,” she said. “I 
wouldn’t have done such a thing 
myself, and I’'d have done all I could 
to protect Miss Granville. But the 
men who’ve got her are my people, 
after all—cattle people. They’re 
fighting for my rights, and I’ll do 
anything I can to help them. If 
you want to think that I’m as bad 
as the Yanceys, I guess I can’t help 
it 

“What I think of you, Madge,” 
‘the puncher said soberly, “would be 


hard to put into words. It’s all 
mixed up with moonlight, an open 
sky line, the scent of wild roses and 
honeysuckle in the breeze——” 

- “Let’s not start romancing,” 
Madge interrupted. 

“Yes, let’s not,” Glen concurred. 
“But I just want to tell you that 
I’m backin’ any play you want to 
make. But the best thing we could 
do for the Yanceys and everybody 
else would be to get that girl back.” 
~ “What will we do with the note? 
Leave it?” Madge asked. 

“T think not. It is just that much 
more evidence against the Yanceys 
and their crowd. On the other 
hand, I don’t feel justified in de- 
stroying it yet.” He folded the note 
and put it in his pocket. 

“What are you going to do?” 

“T’m going to hunt up the Yan- 
ceys again and see if I can’t make 
*em see sense. That’s why I don’t 
want anybody to find this note.” 

“T’ll go with you,” Madge offered, 
but he declined. 

“You’ve got to keep out of this 
all you can,” he insisted. “Let’s go 
back.” 


HEN they got within sight 
\ \) of the Parrish house, they 
saw two horsemen _ap- 
proaching from the other way. They 
at once put on enough speed to ar- 
rive there first. They recognized 
the two as the men who had called 
there once before. The men who 
called themselves Smead and Chi. 
They were admittedly Savage’s gun- 
men. 

“Howdy, folks,” the man Smead 
greeted pleasantly enough. “Is Miss 
Granville about the place?” 

Glen and the girl exchanged 


‘glances. 


“She’s not here now,” Madge an- 
swered. “She went home yesterday. 
At least, she and the buggy were 
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gone when we got home from the 
funeral.” 


“That’s funny,” the man said. 


“We come from Granville’s_ranch. 


this mornin’, an’ we was in Banner 
late last night an’ we didn’t see 
nothin’ of her. In fact, Granville 
sent us over here to git her. If he'd 
sent somebody else, he’d have told 
us. so.” 

“Well, we don’t know what hap- 
pened to her after she left here,” 
Madge said truthfully. 

“What you make of it, Chi?” 
Smead asked. “She ain’t here, but 
she, ain’t showed up no place else.” 

“It looks to me like somebody 
might not be tellin’ all they know,” 
he replied then. 

“What do you mean by that?” 
Glen Hatcher demanded. 

“Oh, nothin’; nothin’ at all. But 
it looks funny that Miss Granville 
didn’t tell you folks where she was 
goin’, unless she had an idee she was 
bein’ kept here against her will.” 

“She was not kept against her 
will, and she didn’t leave of her own 
accord. Somebody came after her,” 
Glen said. 

“Looks like,” Smead agreed dryly. 
He turned to the hired man. “Say, 
Whiskers, do you know anything 
about this?” 

“I know somebody has_ been 
hangin’ around here lately, an’ that 
the girl left here yesterday,” Her- 
man said, and gnawed off a big chew 
of tobacco. 

“So we’ve heard. Got any idee 
who took her away?” Chi asked. 

The hired man licked at his lips 
and shook his head. “No, I ain’t,” 
he confessed. 

“T shore wonder what we're goin’ 
to tell Granville,’ Smead mur- 
mured. “He’s gonna be purty red- 
eyed when his daughter shows up 
missin’. Liable to blame you cattle 
folks. Kidnapin’ a girl here in the 


West is likely to be plumb dangerous 
business.” 

“Yeah, it is,’ Glen said dryly. 
“Miss Granville ain’t here, however, 
and J don’t see anything keeping 
you.” 

“Right,” Smead said. “But we 
may be back—with the sheriff.” 

The men rode away, and Madge 
vented a tremulous sigh. 

“Well, Glen, we’re in for it,” she 
said. “We were the last people to 
see Edith Granville, and if we can’t 
get her back, we'll be blamed.” 

“Yes. Herman, was those two 
men you and the kids thought you 
saw spyin’ on the place?” 

“Well, I wouldn’t just like to 
say.” The ‘hired man fidgeted. 
“They might not have been.” 

“T see.’ 


Herman was afraid to tell all he 
had seen, but it had made no dif- 
ference. Smead and Chi had rode 
om toward Banner. The sheriff 
might soon be back, and Glen real- 
ized that he would be at least held 
as a suspect even if the warrant for 
shooting at the sheep-herder was not 
sufficient to hold him. He had no 
wish to linger. Besides, he wanted 
to see the Yanceys. 

“T’d certainly like to know where 
her highness went,” Madge said. 

“And I’m goin’ to try to find out,” 
Glen said. He got on the other horse 
and once again headed for the Yan- 
cey cow camp. 

The Goodall outfit had set their 
camp in the center of the disputed 
range. Now, as Glen Hatcher rode 
across the range, he counted not less 
than seven sheep camps. They had 
not been in sight the previous eve- 
ning. It meant that Savage and 
Granville were moving in without 
delay. Not content to take the 
range as they came to it, they were 
determined to spread their woollies 
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over the entire range as quickly as 
possible. 

Several times Glen noticed herders, 
but as soon as they saw him they 
disappeared. And in view of what 
had happened two days before, he 
had no desire to press closer ac- 
quaintance. 

Then, suddenly, two dogs rushed 
out at him from a patch of timber, 
their staccato barks making the hills 
ring, and sending Glen’s half-broken 
Rude horse into a frenzy of fear as 
the ferocious-looking beasts bore 
down upon them. The herder did 
not appear, nor did he make any ef- 


pay aa took the bit in its teeth 
bolted. 

on The dogs quickly gave up the 
chase, but Glen had hard work re- 
gaining control of his stampeding 
mount. He was going down a draw 
and had just gotten Rude down to 
a wild-horse lope when he suddenly 
encountered two men. Before he 
could change his course, Rude was 
jammed between the mounts of the 
two men. 

He had met the two foremen of 
the sheep outfits, Buck Davis and 
Shep Anderson. Anderson had 
seized Rude’s reins, and Buck Davis 


fort to call off his dogs. The horse pressed a gun against Glen’s ribs. 


To be continued in next week’s issue. 


WILD DOGS 


N early history we read about wild dogs and their Menredations, We 
never heard of one of them used as a household pet. They were some- 
thing to be shunned, the same as any other wild animal. But gradually, 

as man became more civilized, he sought out the dumb animals with a view 
of companionship. The dog proved the most amenable and intelligent, and 
gradually wild dogs became a thing of the past. 

Recently, however, in Colorado, a pack of wild dogs attacked cattle, 
and over a period of two weeks killed sixteen head. The leader of the pack, 
which was finally killed by a State Humane officer, was a big yellow beast, 
apparently a cross between a German police dog and a shepherd. What 
is known as a German police dog is a breed evolved from the wolf and 
shepherd dog. A few years ago there was a gypsy camp in this neighbor- 
hood. When they moved on, they left behind a female German police dog 
and a couple of males. It is believed that these dogs have crossed with 
some of the farm shepherds, been allowed to run as they pleased and have 
formed into a pack that kills not only for food, but for pleasure. Some of 
the victims have been ripped to pieces and left uneaten in proof of this. 

In one instance the dogs hamstrung a 750-pound steer. Besides the 
leader, two members of the pack were brought down by ranch riders in the 
vicinity, and it is thought that a vigorous round-up will exterminate the 

ack entirely. There are at least six dogs known to belong to the “wild 
unch,” and possibly many more. Their method is to run the cattle until 
they become exhausted and then hamstring them. 


A Knack For 
Hiring Cooks 


By CARLOS ST. CLAIR 


Author of “Uneasy Money,” etc. 


ITHOUT even looking 
up, Cleve Marquison 
knew that the narrow- 
visaged, swarthy man 


who had reined his 
horse beside the fire was crooked; 
knew that he had come to take ad- 
vantage of the circumstance that 
had brought this little group of men 
to crouch here by the flickering fire 
in a grove of willows, east of the 
town of Indian Bluffs. Some of 
them were top-hand riders, others 
had patently passed their prime, and 
the rest of them were grub-line 
riders, plain cow-country bums. But 


BUEN — 


all of them were broke and jobless, 
and the potless fire about which they 
crouched gave indication that there 
was no immediate meal in sight. 

To be jobless in these troublous 
times of failing ranchers and cur- 
tailed crews did not mark a man 
as worthless. But that there were 
some who thought it did was patent 
in the proposition that had just been 
sprung by the man on horseback— 
“Bucko” Carter, he had introduced 
himself. 

“There’s ten dollars bonus in this 
here job I’m offerin’,” the fellow 
said, “beside the regular pay and 
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grub, for any man that can fork a 
horse and owns a gun—and ain’t 
afraid to squeeze the trigger. Who’s 
stringin’ with me?” 

From among _ those crouched 
around the fire, a black-browed, 
surly-looking fellow rose, and an- 
other, an acknowledged grub-line 
rider, joined him. The man on 
horseback nudged them to one side. 

“Who else?” he snapped impa- 
tiently. “A deal of fuss is bein’ 
made about the men that’s out of 
work through no fault of their own. 
Perhaps it’s sweat that they’re 
afraid of.” - 


LTHOUGH ‘Cleve Marquison, 
sitting there among the rest, 
said nothing, his thin lips 

pressed in a bloodless line, and his 
fingers curled inside his palms. - His 
gaze was steady on the fire, and he 
hitched his belt a little tighter 
around his empty middle. 

A curly-headed youngster, whose 
gaunt cheeks made his young face 
old, got up reluctantly. 

“After all,” he said apologetically, 
“a feller’s got to think about his 
belly some.” He slouched to join 
the other men, and Bucko Carter 
sneered again, with eyes upon the 
silent circle. 

“And that’s the story, eh?” 

A man with deep-seamed face and 
grizzled hair glanced across the fire 
at Cleve. 

“What you sayin’, cap?” he 
asked, his voice a little hoarse, his 
pale eyes gleaming. 

Cleve looked up slowly. His 
glance for just one instant swept the 
figure on the horse, then rested with 
a grave compassion—odd on so very 
young a face—on the man who had 
addressed him. 

“That’s somethin’, Nick, that 
every one has got to wrastle out him- 
self. A ridin’ job with ten dollars 
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bonus, and bullets found, and never 
a mention of the outfit you’d be 
hirin’ to—well, it smells to me. 
About as much as the skunk that’s 
doin’ the offerin’. But me—perhaps 
I got it easier decidin’ than the rest. 
I got a job to-day. Meant to tell 


a Rustlin’ grub for a cattle out- 


“A cook?” There was surprise and 
awe and some scorn, too, in the 
mingled voicing of the word. 

“Um-m-m,” Cleve said. “Learned 
the hang of it snowed in one winter 
on the Powder-horn with a crew of 


men and the cook down: sick with 


influenza. As a cook, I ain’t just 
heaven-ordained, still I reckon I 
won’t kill no one off. It’s the first 
stray job I’ve seen in months, and 
I figured I was pretty lucky to get 
my rope on it.’ At least-it’s. honest.” 

Bucko Carter snarled: “I’ve been 
wastin’ time on a bunch. of bums. 
If the cook has decided no. one else 
shall eat, I'll be ramblin’ on. Get 
your traps,” he said to the men be- 
side him. “Ill have mounts for you 
in town.” 

Two more men stood up. The 
rest held pat. And when the other 
men had gone in the wake of Bucko 
Carter, Cleve Marquison said: 

“Tf it’s like that centipede said— 
if it’s me that swung you to turn 
him down, I won’t sleep easy nights, 
thinkin’ of you cold and hungry.” 

But they shook their heads. 

“We're glad you got a break,” 
one of them told him. “If you hear 
of any more stray jobs that’s run- 
nin’ wildlike in the brush, haze ’em 
down in this direction.” 

“T will,” Cleve said; and, parting 
with them the next morning, re- 
newed that promise as he wrung 
each horny hand. 

Cleve met the grizzled, white- 
mustached Manning Tasker, owner 
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of the big MT, in town that morn- 
ing. 

“You don’t look like a cook to 
me,. the old man said, when Cleve 
stood before him, tall and gaunt, 
but with the naturally jaunty air 
that six months of beimg on the 
rocks had failed to quite eradicate. 

Cleve grinned. “I ain’t exactly 
no walkin’ ad. for my own cookin’, 
Tl admit. But that might be reme- 
died in time.. I haven’t sampled 
much of it just recently.” 

Tasker shot him a quick, sharp 
look, gave his grizzled head a 
dolorous shake, and said: 

“All right. The buckboard’s 
down at. Ed’s corral... I'll. jo you 
pronto.” He added, looking up 
from under bushy brows: “You 
understand, this is just a temporary 
job. Chuck wagon. Quon Him, our 
cookie at the ranch, is gettin’ too 
old to stand the gaff of a trail drive 
any. more. And the MT’s makin’ 
the biggest drive in its history— 
hazin’ around four thousand head 
of prime beef steers from our upper 
range to the railhead here.” 

. A troubled scowl grew deep be- 
tween the shaggy brows, and Cleve, 
knowing well a cowman’s troubles, 
hated to interrupt his thoughts. He 
ventured to speak, though, for the 
sake of the men he had left back 
there in the willow grove. 

“You wouldn’t have no ridin’ 
jobs? A drive as big as that, it 
seems like you'd be takin’ on some 
extra hands.” 

Tasker shook his head. “Bucko 
Carter tends to that. I think he 
has a full crew now.” 


f ITH that, the old man 

walked away, leaving Cleve 
with mouth agape like a 
landed trout. Bucko Carter, that 
sly-eyed, blustering fellow who had 


visited the camp last night, was 


UB a 


foreman, then, for the MT outfit. 
His hirmg of men was legitimate. 
And yet, Cleve thought with a 
troubled scowl, why should there be 
that bonus offered, with all the men 
that were out of work, and that 
stipulation anent the guns? 

“There’s something smells,” Cleve 
said again. But then he shrugged. 
After all, that was none of his af- 
fair. This job of his was on: the 
square. He’d more than earn his 
salt, he knew, swinging a chuck- 
wagon job. He couldn’t be the 
whole world’s brother, and he 
wouldn’t try. He really regretted a 
little, too, having made an enemy 
of Bucko. 

“T’'ll have my work cut out keepin’ 
that buzzard off my carcass,” he 
told himself as he made his way to 
Ed’s corral and climbed into the. 
MT .buckboard. 

It was forty miles to the MT 
Ranch, and as many more to the 
upper range, where the steers would 
be bunched for the drive to market. 
There would be a _ week’s work 
rounding up and cutting out the 
market beef, and after that a full 
week’s drag on the long trail to the 
railroad head. The entire remnant 
of Tasker’s fortune was tied up in 
the drive, Cleve learned before they 
reached :the ranch that night. And 
in spite of all his early distaste for 
the job, Cleve had come to like the 
mild old man so well that he found 
himself pondering again what sort 
of hand that crafty foreman could 
be playing. 

It was a week before he learned, 
and then it was the curly-headed 
kid, who for his stomach’s sake had 
left the crew of jobless men to go 


_with Bucko, who came to Cleve with 


the information. 

“Listen, Cleve,” he said, when he 
had drawn the weary cook to the 
shelter of an aspen copse, “I may be 
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more kinds of a rattlesnake than you 
already took me for, to be tellin’ 
tales out of school like this. But 
the fact is, Cleve, I’ve had it 
straight from one of Bucko’s men 
that he plans to rob old Tasker 
blind. More than half this crew 
of his was picked for their handy 
trigger fingers, the same as us poor 
boobs down there that strung along 
with him. Some of Tasker’s men 
are honest, but they’re far outnum- 
bered. And when they come to a 
place along the trail that Bucko’s 
picked, they’ll meet another bunch 
of men and stampede the herd. This 
crew of his, instead of workin’ to 
head ’em off, will start to shootin’ 
down Tasker’s men, while the others 
run the cattle off. Bucko aims to 
‘drive ’em to the border, and swim 
7em across to Mexico. I thought I'd 
ought to tell you, Cleve.” 

All along, Cleve had been sure 
that Bucko Carter had some crooked 
scheme in mind. That he would at- 
tempt a cattle steal of such magni- 
tude as this had not occurred to 
Cleve, however. He said: 

“IT don’t know, Joe—it’s sort of 
ticklish, and after all it’s only hear- 
say. Or did Bucko tell you this?” 

“No,” the youngster told him. 
“He’s too smart for that—afraid 
we'd high tail. The way I got it, 
one of Bucko’s men was drunk and 
he talked too much when the two 
of us was ridin’ night herd. I didn’t 
want to squeal. But Tasker seems 
like a square old coot—and then 
there’s you. Bucko don’t cotton to 
you any. He’s been ridin’ you 
plenty all the time we been up here. 
And I didn’t like the notion of any 
harm befallin’ you. I dunno, Cleve, 
but what the best idea mightn’t be 
for you and me to pull our freight.” 

Cleve said, not unkindly: “Joe, 
you sure set too much store by that 
lanky carcass. After all, there’s 


more to a man than just his stomach 
or his neck. You leave me think 
about this, Joe.” 

When Joe had gone with dragging 
tail, Cleve began to wonder, though, 
if maybe the youngster was not 
right. Food.and shelter and a little 
fun along the way—maybe that was 
all there was to life. Anyhow, it was 
a cinch that a fellow didn’t gain a 
lot by all this altruistic stuff, that 
brother’s keeper sort of guff. Take 
himself, when the bottom had 
dropped out of things and he had 
had to sell his ranch, he had had 
a perfectly legal right to take what 
little the outfit brought and make 
a new start for himself. Instead, 
he’d bent plumb over backward 
paying every little debt, and dis- 
pensing charity to boot. Where was 
he now? A chuck-wagon cook that 
the foreman hated, and that old man 
Tasker, although he’d hired him, 
wouldn’t remember now from Adam. 
Take Joe’s advice—lift a little grub, 
borrow a couple of broom-tail 
brones, and burn some trail—that 
would be sensible, no doubt. 


LEANING up the morning 
mess, getting out supplies for 
dinner, Cleve was half re- 

solved to do it. Then Manning 
Tasker himself rode up and smiled 
at Cleve through the worry that was 
patent in his eyes. 

“How’s things stackin’ up?” he 
asked in his tired but gentle voice. 

And all those things Cleve had 
been repeating to himself were for- 
gotten instantly. He went to stand 
beside the old man’s stirrup. 

“Mr. Tasker,” he said earnestly, 
“you told me, that day we rode up 
in the buckboard from Indian Bluffs, 
how everything you had, even your 
chance of hangin’ on at the MT 
spread, depended on this cattle 
drive. I—I’ve had some informa- 
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tion—it’s not substantiated quite 
enough for me to name you any 
names, but I’ve got a pretty certain 
hunch that there’s trouble brewin’. 
You’d be a whole heap better off 
to just postpone this cattle drive till 
you can investigate this crew of 
yours, or get another one. You'd 
be money in. I’m sure of that.” 

Tasker frowned, and a startled 
oath slid across suddenly angry lips. 

“Why, you—you ” he began. 

“Upstart—yeah, I know,” Cleve 
helped him out. “I'd better stick 
to my beans and bacon. But 
honest, Mr. Tasker, if you’d take 
my word for this—if you’d gamble 
on it——” 


“T’d be a fool,” old Manning fin- 


ished. “Have you been to Bucko 
with this loco notion? What’s he 
say?” 


Cleve swore a little below his 
breath. He had been a fool to think 
the old man would listen to him. 
Cleve didn’t blame him. He’d have 
done the same himself, with their 
places shifted. He had been a 
chump to mention it at all. Now, if 
Tasker went to Bucko Carter 

“Listen, Mr. Tasker, please,” 
Cleve said. “Forget all this. And 
I’d take it as a personal favor if 
you wouldn’t mention it to Carter. 
Him and me—well, Bucko don’t ex- 
actly love me—little personal brush 
we had, before I ever took the job— 
and he might make things pretty 
hot for me if he savvied that I’d 
gone—well, sort of over his head, 
you see.” 

Tasker looked a long time, nar- 
rowly, at Cleve. He said: 

“Men fool you. I’m not infallible 
at readin’ men, like some folks claim 
to be. But I’d swear you’re honest. 
I liked you from the jump. This 
notion that you got—well, when 
you can back it up with somethin’ 
more than just a hunch, you come 
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to me—or better still, you go to 
Bucko. I won’t be goin’ with the 
drivez_«I’m gettin’ stiff, like old 
Quon Him. Just rode up this 
mornin’ with some cash for Bucko. 
Drive starts to-morrow. You'll 
have your orders. If we never meet 
again’—he raised a gnarled old 
hand to hat brim—‘so long, my 
boy.” He added with a backward 
twinkle: “You’re somethin’ new in 
the way of cooks, but live and learn, 
as the sayin’ goes. Nothin’ sur- 
prises me much no more.” 

When he had gone, Cleve went 
back to his dinner fire. But the 
warm glow that the old man’s look, 
his kindly speech, had kindled in 
Cleve’s breast still lingered, so that 
it was difficult for him to go on 
with the plan he had been mulling 
one of leaving the outfit cold with 

oe. 

“Can’t do much good by stickin’ 
here,” he told himself, “but it seems 
pretty sneakin’ to run away. When 
the ruckus comes, if it ever does, 
that youngster, Joe, may be twisted, 
too. I'll just have to do my bit. 
That’s about all that I can do.” 

This fatalistic mood, which had 
lately grown far too common for his 
own .good, had Cleve firmly in its 
grip while he cooked and served the 
noonday meal. Tasker had stayed, 
and Bucko was far more affable than 
common. 

“That makes me more, rather 
than less suspicious,” Cleve told 
himself, but then he shrugged the 
thought away. 

He was not so blind or so totally 
indifferent, though, as to miss a 
thing which transpired that after- 
noon. And accordingly, he felt no 
very great surprise when after the 
evening meal that night Carter and 
Tasker sought him out. 

Carter’s words were abruptly 
brutal. 
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“Here’s the guilty man,” 
to 'Fasker, “this pseudo-cook, that 
am’t no more of a cook than me. 
You hired ORE a thief, that’s 
what.” = -- 


Cleve said: “What's up?” wee 
ignoring Bucko: Slee is it, Mr. 
Tasker?” 


Tasker: said rank “Tt seems 
to be a day of accusations and sus- 
picion. We’ ve had bed luck. Some 
money: 

“Stolen?” Cleve cut in. “I’m 
sorry, sir. And this—Bucko, here, 
names me for the thief?” 

Bucko Carter sneered. “You’re 
as lousy an actor as you are a. cook.” 
He turned to Tasker. “There ain’t 
a doubt it’s him. The other boys 
was busy all this afternoon where I 
could keep an eye on ’em. I had 
the-money in my saddle pocket—in 
the envelope you brought it in— 
when I come up here to look for 
Cleve and give him orders for the 
mornin’. He wasn’t anywhere 
about, and while I’m waitin’ for him 
here that edgy. sorrel of Bill Fan- 
ning’ s got to actin’ up over in the 
remuda pen. I ran there quick, 
leavin’ my own nag standin’ here. 
When I come back, there still wasn’t 
any sight of Cleve ‘and I went away. 
That’s the only time I left the nag 
till you yourself seen me reachin’ 
for the money that wasn’t there.” 

Old Tasker said, looking regret- 
fully at Cleve: “It was a thousand 
dollars that I brought up so Bucko 
could pay off the extra hands when 
the drive was over. I don’t know 
where to lay my hand right now on 
that much more.” 

Bucko blustered: “Don’t worry 
none. We'll find that thousand and 
fmd it pronto. Put up your hands, 
you dirty thievin’ so and so. Pm 
goin’ to search you.” 

‘Cleve said through gritted teeth: 


” he: said 


“Bucko, you’re goin’ to pay for. this: 
oo got me helpless, now.’ ee 


UT, of course, the. hy was 

‘not on him. Tasker looked 

very much relieved. Cleve 

thought, with that recurring surge 

of warmth which contact with this 
mild. old man so often brought. 

.Bucko was not dismayed, how- 
ever. “He’s got it hid,” he said. “In 
the wagon, hkely—probably in his. 
bed.” 

“Yeah, that would be a hkely 
place,” Cleve told him. “One you’d 
think of right away.” 

Bucko shot him a piercing look, 
but went on blusteringly to the 
wagon, threw up. the canvas flap, 
jerked out Cleve’s: slender roll of 
blankets and shook them out. No 
envelope appeared—no money. 

Bucko roared a savage oath, but 
Tasker smiled. 

“€omes high,” he said, “but even 
a thousand dollars am’t too much, 
ig reckon, to pay for your faith in 
a fellow.” 

But Bucko was beside. himself 
with rage, mouthing: “The fella’s 
got it—I know he has. He’s hid it 
somewhere else. He’s lyin’ to us.” 

Tasker turned then with a show 
of harsh authority Cleve had not 
seen him use before. 

“How do you know that, Carter?” 
he demanded. “What makes you 
feel so sure? Why did you feel so 
certain Cleve had that money in his 
bed?” 

And Cleve saw Bucko, even im 
that waning light, go suddenly pale. 
The blustering rage went suddenly 
from his voice. 

“Well, mebbe I was wrong,” he 
said. “I got the notion—got it 
strong—hunch, perhaps. If I’m 
wrong, I sure apologize. But that 
doesn’t brmg the money back,” 

“No,” said Tasker, and his voice 
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was old and tired again. “That 
doesn’t bring the money back. I 
don’t know where I’ll ever match it, 
the way things are, but that’s my 
lookout, Bucko. It isn’t yours. 
And now, my suggestion is, let’s for- 
get these false suspicions and crazy 
hunches, and all turn in. We'll need 
what sleep we get before that early- 
morning start. Give the boys a 
good hot breakfast, Cleve, and have 
your dinner ready prompt at noon 
at the Smoke Creek ford.” He spun 
his horse and rode away, with 
Bucko, reluctant, at his heels. 

Cleve hid a smile behind his hand, 
but it was a very short-lived one. 
With his eyes on Tasker’s bent old 
back, Cleve suddenly shook his 
head and frowned. 

“T don’t know if I can help you 
much,” he muttered, “but Ill do 
my best.” 

When the camp had quieted for 
the night, Cleve left his bed and, 
stealing among the blanketed forms, 
sought the curly-headed youngster, 
Joe, who had brought first word of 
Bucko Carter’s treachery. 

Cleve’s touch brought the sleep- 
ing cowboy instantly upright. 
Cleve’s hand on his mouth shut off 
a yell. 

“It’s Cleve,” he whispered. 
“Quiet, Joe, and follow me.” 

The cowboy nodded, and when 
Cleve moved off, Joe was at his 
heels. When they reached the shel- 
ter of the trees, Joe said: 

“You took my word then, Cleve? 
We’re goin’ to cut and run?” Re- 
lief was plain in his boyish voice. 

“No, Joe,” Cleve said, “we're 
goin’ to trap that double-crossin’ 
rat. You and me, and whatever 
honest men there is. We’re goin’ to 
copper his crooked play.” 

Joe said: “You're loco. I told 
you once before that a good three 
fourths of the MT men are in 
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Bucko’s hire. There ain’t a hand- 
ae of loyal men in this whole out- 
(eed 


Cleve said: “We got a slight ad- 
vantage, Joe, in knowin’ what the 
buzzard’s up to. When the time is 
ripe, I'll pass the word among the 
men that we can trust.’ You write 
me down the names of them you 
know about for sure, before you 
leave to-night.” 

“Leave?” Joe chortled. “Cleve, 
what’s eatin’ you? First off, you 
say we got to stick, then you say 
we're goin’ to leave. I don’t——” 

“You’re goin’ to leave, not me,” 
Cleve told him. “And you ain’t 
goin’ to run like no tuck-tail coyote. 
You got a job to do—then you're 
comin’ back.” 

“Oh, Lord!” Joe groaned. “Well, 
go on; Cleve, and spill the works.” 

Cleve said: “Joe, here’s a thou- 
sand dollars.. Take it, kid. It ain’t 
alive, and wouldn’t bite you if it 
was. Put it in your shirt—inside. 
There’s a saddled horse back there 
in the trees—the fastest horse in the 
MT cavvy. You take ’em both and 
ride like the devil was on your heels 
for Indian Bluffs. I reckon you'll 
find that gang of ours, with mebbe 
a few more added on, down in them 
willows east of town. You can tell 
’em that they all got jobs, though 
I ain’t right sure if they’ll ever be 
paid for ’em or not. 

“That money I gave you is for 
horses. Go to Ed’s corral and try 
to beat that skinflint Yankee at a 
bargain. You can mebbe mount a 
dozen men, and then the whole ca- 
boodle of you come high-tailin’ back 
in this direction just as fast as you 
can ride. We'll keep our fingers 
crossed that Bucko don’t connect 
with the men he’s got planted along 
the trail before you join us. That 
money there—it’s a piece of cash 
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that I’m investin’ for a friend. Id 
hate to lose it.” 

Joe said: “It’s loco, Cleve. 
Why don’t I ride down to the county 
seat, get a sheriff’s posse on their 
trail?” 

“They'd be too late. I got a 
hunch that once the herd is on the 
trail and he’s rid of Tasker, Bucko 
ain’t goin’ to dally long.” 

Joe groaned and shrugged. 

“All right,” he said. “I’m with 
you, Cleve. You can count on me.” 

Cleve said: ‘“Thanky, kid. You’re 
growin’ up. Loan you my razor 
when, you get back. Get movin’ 
V went back to his cold bed. 

He was not feeling very 
happy. He wasn’t sure but what 
he’d played this whole thing wrong. 
If there was nothing, after all, to 
that yarn of Joe’s, or if Bucko had 
become alarmed and decided to call 
the whole thing off, he would have 
a lot to answer for. And even if 
it all worked out as he believed, and 
as he had planned, it was very 
doubtful if the loyal remnant of 
Tasker’s men together with his re- 
enforcements would stand a chance 
against these crooks. 

In the short two hours before the 
time when he must rise, Cleve slept 
but little, and when he did he 
dreamed a_ ghastly dream _ that 
brought him gladly from his bed to 
start the early breakfast fires. 

The drive got off auspiciously, 
Bucko Carter and old Manning 
Tasker in the lead, the other men 
strung out at their respective posts 
on wing or tail. Cleve cleaned up 
camp and followed them, skirting 
the slowly moving line of broad red 
backs in his light wagon, emerging 
from the cloud of dust that filled 
the valley down which they moved 


JY HEN Joe had gone, Cleve 


about mid-morning, and moving on 
ahead from there till he should 
reach the Smoke Creek ford and 
make his fires for the noon-day meal. 
When he passed the leaders, Cleve 
observed that old Tasker had al- 
ready gone, and Bucko Carter was 
riding there in conference with a 
squatty, black-browed fellow whom 
Cleve had earlier observed as one 
of Bucko’s right-hand men. 

A great uneasiness filled Cleve, 
then; obsessing fear. How soon—if 
Bucko planned to move—would he 
spring his trap? The dinner was 
the poorest one that Cleve had yet 
turned out, and the cowboys grum- 
bled. Bucko had not much to say. 

“Figures he doesn’t need to,” 
Cleve told himself. “Revenge is 
sweet, and he thinks it’s sure. He’s 
worried about that thousand bucks 
—hates to lose it—but he isn’t go- 
ing to tip his hand startin’ a ruckus 
about it now.” 

Cleve slept but little again that 
night. His eyes were red-rimmed 
in the morning, and his head felt 
groggy. He wished now that he had 
gone with Joe and left old Tasker 
to hold the sack. He hadn’t a 
Chinaman’s chance to win. 

All day he kept his sore eyes 
peeled for a suspicious-looking camp 
along the trail, and every likely- 
looking canyon opening where a 
stampeding herd might be success- 
fully headed set his heart to thump- 
ing like a devil’s castanet. 

The morning of the second day 
wore on, however, with the big herd 
plodding slowly forward, undis- 
turbed. By afternoon, Cleve knew, 
however, that the zero hour was 
close at hand. 

Bucko snapped his order, “Supper 
at the Salt Creek Flats,” and one 
of Tasker’s cowboys said, surprised: 
“The Salt Creek Flats? We'll reach 
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there easy by four o’clock. We'd 
ought to make it to the Roarin’.” 

Bucko snarled: “Who’s runnin’ 
this outfit, me or you?” His added 
explanation, in a mollified tone of 
voice, made Cleve more sure than 
ever that the hour had come, and 
that young Joe’s story had been 
straight. “Old man’s orders not to 
hurry a pound of fat off them there 
steers. I aim to give em a good 
long rest at the Salt Creek Flats.” 

And when Cleve, going on ahead 
with the rattling wagon, came out 
on the empty flats, he saw before 
him a perfect setting for the work- 
ing out of Bucko’s plan. Plenty of 
room in this big basin for all the 
cattle to be bunched, and with the 
two ends stoppered up, as Bucko 
doubtless planned to do, the only 
egress for the frightened herd when 
it stampeded would be up the wide 
mouth of a draw which led off south- 
ward through the hills. With Tas- 
ker’s honest men disposed of, it 
would be a simple thing to push the 
cattle through the hills to the Rio 
Grande, where Bucko meant to swim 
the river and make his sale on the 
other side. 

Joe, Cleve figured, had been gone 
a little better than twelve hours. 
The horse he was riding would likely 
last the trip to town, but you 
couldn’t expect it to make good 
time. It was midnight when Joe 
had left the camp. He would maybe 
be in town by ten. Two hours to 
dicker. Even if he started back at 
noon, they could hardly reach this 
spot by night. 

Cleve had no idea what time 
Bucko meant to pull his big casino, 
but he was pretty sure that Bucko 
and his men would want to eat be- 
fore cutting loose from their sup- 
plies. And supper, he decided, would 
be late to-night. An hour, even a 


117 


half hour of delay might swing the 
odds in his own favor. 


HEN the tossing horns and 

\ \) broad red backs of the 

leaders of the herd showed 
up, Cleve had not started his supper 
fires. And a good hour later, with 
the herd concentrated on the flat, 
Cleve was just starting to peel po- 
tatoes when Bucko Carter reined up 
beside him. 

Excitement flushed the man’s 
narrow face, and at first he did not 
notice what Cleve was doing. 

“Supper,” he said, “in fifteen min- 
utes. The boys are hungry and 
we're eatin’ early.” 

Cleve made no answer, and 
Bucko saw the unpeeled spuds. He 
swore, his red face apoplectic, and 
spurred the pinto that he rode at 
Cleve, slashing at him with one 


_ spurred heel. 


Cleve longed to fight. Never in 
his life had he wanted anything so 
much as the feel of his fist against 
Bucko’s mouth. But he had to wait; 
he could not ruin what chance he 
had of saving the herd for old man 
Tasker. He dodged Bucko’s boot, 
spit sand and ashes from his mouth, 
assumed humility. 

“The dang fires wouldn’t start,” 
he said, “and anyhow I wasn’t 
countin’ on an early supper.” 

“A late one, mebbe?” The man’s 
small eyes were sharp again on 
Cleve’s bland face. But then he 
shrugged and turned away. “I'll 
give you just an hour,” he said. “If 
supper ain’t by six o’clock, there’ll 
be the devil to pay, and I don’t 
mean mebbe.” 

Six o’clock. Well, anyhow he had 
gained an hour. That would make 
it seven when they were through. 
Cleve left his supper preparations 
long enough to have a word with 
a man called Fanning, whose name 
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had headed that list of Joe’s. Fan-. 
ning was skeptical, of course, of: the 
tale Cleve told. Cleve was a stran- 
ger, and Bucko he had known two 
years. Still, things looked a mite 
suspicious, and Fanning promised to 
pass the word among the hands 
whom he could trust. : 

Time went too fast. Supper was 
ready all too soon. Cleve thought 
the men had never gobbled it so 
fast. And afterward, when they 
were rolling cigarettes, Bucko began 
to issue orders, dividing up the crew 
into shifts for riding herd. And ac- 
cording to the way he planned it, 
every honest man, Cleve saw, would 
be in his blankets and sound asleep 
when the stampede started. 

But if Fanning had warned them 


as he promised, none of those men™ 


would be asleep; Cleve thought. 
They would have a fighting chance, 
at least, for their own lives. ~ He 
was glad for that. If Joe, though, 
if Joe would only come with those 
reénforcements, they still might save 
the day for old Manning Tasker. 

‘ Bucko had not struck as soon as 
Cleve had thought he might. At 
least another hour had passed when 
he ‘saw the black and white of 
Bucko’s pinto near the place where 
they had the remuda bunched, and 
Cleve worked his way in that direc- 
tion, keeping to the shadows of the 
trees that rimmed the flat. 

‘He had a little luck then, too, for 
crawling closer on his stomach, he 
heard Bucko say to one of his con- 
federates: 

“Hold your horses, Mug. Things’ll 
be poppin’ soon enough. I’m 
startin’ now to pass the word to the 
boys that are hidden up the draw 
that we're all set here. A pistol shot 
from that direction will. be the: sig- 
nal for you boys to start the fire- 
works. Everybody has his orders, 
and remember, Mug, not .a single 


one. of Tasker’s men left to carry 
tales. That cook, though, Cleve—. 
just pass the word among the boys 
that Pm bumpin’ that centipede off 
myself. I’ve some evenin’ to do 
with him, and there’s a tidy spot of 
cash, besides, that I ain’t aimin’ to 
overlook. 8 

“Mug” growled: “All right, 
Bucko, as you say. Let’s get started, 
though. I got a funny feelin’, like. 
mebbe that might be important. 
That feller, Joe, that turned up. 
missin’-—you reckon he might have 
got suspicious?” 

_Bucko laughed. “Lazy, that’s all. 
Once he got his belly full, he couldn’t 
get back fast enough to them 
moochin’ pards of his at Indian 
Bluffs. Besides, I never told them 
birds what was in the wind until 
to-night.” 


UCKO started off in the direc- 

tion of the canyon’s mouth. 

Cleve found a horse, mounted 

it bareback and followed him. He 

had a gun thrust in his belt. Bucko 

would answer, anyhow, for this 
night’s business. 

The man was in the canyon, 
though, before Cleve could overhaul 
him. A noisy stream there blanked 
out all other sound, and it was black 
as pitch. All that Cleve could do 
was wait. And presently he heard 
the sound of hoofbeats, above the 
roaring of the stream, coming down 
the draw. 

Bucko spoke, not ten feet distant. 
“Hey, you're late. I told you birds 
to meet me here. Coast clear? You 
got the route mapped out?” 

“Si, senor,’ some one answered. 
“All is set.” | =. 

Bucko said: “I'll fire a shot. 
That’s the signal to the men back 
yonder to start the cattle. We'll 
make a wing of riders here to turn 
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the leaders up the draw. You head 
them, Ramon. All right—I fire.” 

Joe wasn’t coming. Cleve knew 
it now. Knew he had failed. The 
thought was a doubled fist smash- 
ing home above his heart. But one 
thing he had determined on, the shot 
which signaled the stampede would 
not come from Bucko’s gun. It was 
pitch-black and he could not see, but 
a cattleman’s ears are eyes at night, 
and few men were handier with a 
gun than Cleve Marquison. Al- 
though it might mean his life, it was 
only fair to warn Bucko. 

“Go for your gun, Bucko!” cried 
Cleve. 

A Colt gun’s heavy, sodden bark 
rang out and echoed from the rocks 
across the draw and back again. 
Bucko Carter made no sound, but 
before Cleve started to fire again, 
he heard a body strike the ground, 
and heard the frightened pinto run. 

Men swore, and after a moment’s 
milling panic, other guns replied to 
Cleve’s. No chance to win, Cleve 
knew, but he would sell out dear at 
any rate. 

He emptied his gun and a second 
one from a shoulder holster. There 
was a bullet in his arm and blood 
was trickling down his thigh, but he 
hardly noticed. The men in the 
dark across the draw were leaving 
now—going down to form that wing, 
Cleve thought, turn the cattle up 
the draw. There were shots back 
there on the Salt Creek Flats, shots 
and shouts and the bellowing roar 
of stampeding cattle. 

But then Cleve saw that the men 
in the draw weren’t going down that 
way at all. The sound of frantically 
flying hoofs was heading up the 
draw, not down. The men were flee- 
ing. They did not know that there 
was only one man here against them, 
a wounded man with an empty gun, 


and a sense of failure heavy on his 
shoulders. 

Even if these men were running, 
the cattle would hit the draw, Cleve 
thought, with Bucko’s men behind 
them. By morning light there 
would be no sign of Tasker’s herd 
but the dead men down there on 
the flats. One thing remained for 
him to do. He still might try to 
turn the herd from the canyon 
mouth. Not a chance, of course— 
no gun to fire, not even a slicker that 
he might flap—but all a man could 
do was try. 

Cleve touched a heel to the flank 
of the horse that he was riding, but 
when the quivering creature started 
Cleve pitched headlong to the 
ground. 

It was young Joe who found him 
there next morning, with Bucko 
stony dead, and two fatally wounded 
Mexicans beside him. They took 
him down to the Salt Creek Flats 
and dressed his wounds. Joe and 
his crew of down-and-outers from 
the willow grove at Indian Bluffs 
had arrived there just in the nick 
of time to save the herd. They 
were twenty strong, for Joe had 
driven a canny bargain with his 
thousand dollars. What remained 
of Bucko’s crew were lying now be- 
neath a tarpaulin, or else had stam- 
peded up the draw on their own way 
to Mexico. The cattle were milling 
harmlessly, surrounded by Tasker’s 
faithful men, and Joe’s bunch from 
the willow grove. Tasker came him- 
self at noon. They had sent for 
him. 

When he shook .Cleve’s hand, 
Cleve nodded his head contentedly. 
There was one thing that was both- 
ering him, though. 

“About that money,” he ex- 
plained, “Bucko hid it in my blan- 
kets. Had a grudge against me, and 
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was tryin’ to run me off I guess. I 
was washin’ at the creek and seen 
him visitin’ the wagon.. I beat him 
to it—I took the money before he 
could come back with you. First I 
meant to give it back, then knowin’ 
you wouldn’t take no stock in what 
I was pretty certain of, I—well, I 
invested it for you. I hope you 
figure it was worth it. It went for 
horses, and Joe here tells me the 
whole caboodle of them is blown. I 
guess the boys rode pretty fast on 
their way up here last night. And 
there'll be wages, too,” Cleve said, 
and smiled apologetically. “That is, 
if you reckon, Mr. Tasker, the men 
are worth it.” 
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There was a dimness in Manning 
Tasker’s eyes. 

“Cleve,” he said, “that money was 
intended for my foreman to spend 
as he saw fit. Hirin’ hands—that’s 
his job, too. What I’m tryin’ to 
tell you, Cleve, is this—that fore- 
man’s job is yours, if you'll accept. 
Just one thing, though, that I re- 
serve’—the old eyes twinkled— 
“that’s hirin’ cooks. Seems like I 
got a knack for it.” 

Then Tasker had to clear his 
throat, and presently to take a walk 
down by the creek in the shelter of 
the willow trees. Cleve’s nose was 
itching strangely, too, but he felt 


very happy. 


COWBOY JOKES 


HE cowboy is like any other young, healthy animal; mischief loving, 

craving action and going to have it. Naturally, his play will be 

boisterous and rough. Praetical jokes are original, and at times up- 
roariously funny, but seldom result in any serious injury. 

A number of cowboys from one of the big ranches decided on a trip to 
town in a lumber wagon. They put in extra spring seats and started with 
a grand flourish. One of their number stubbernly refused to join the party, 
insisting on riding a horse he was breaking; said the animal needed the ex- 
ercise. His real reason for not going with the others was, that while his 
companions were shaving and preparing for the trip, he had carried a long, 
stout rope that had been used for dragging drift out of the river, to the rear 
of the wagon; tied one end to the hind axle and the other to a near-by 
stump. He then got on his horse and rode away to the nearest cover, from 
which point he viewed the proud start, and the disastrous climax, when the 
rope tightened and slid the occupants of the wagon over the front-end gate. 

At another time two cantankerous old hill-billies lived in cabins on the 
opposite sides of a small dry coulee. Their constant quarreling gave a pair 
of cowboys the germ of an idea. Just after dark one evening, they slipped 
the loops of their ropes over the door fastenings and then tied the loose 
ends together, leaving a few inches of slack. Having adjusted the ropes to 
their satisfaction, they knocked on the door of each cabin and ran. 

One of the victims tried to pull his door open, but failed. Curious to 
learn why it stuck, he pushed his head out through the crack just as his 
ancient enemy did the same at the door across the gulch. The spring of 
the rope trapped them there, while the mischief-makers rolled on the 
ground, convulsed with laughter. G.C.F. 
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Vigilante Vengeance 


IFLE bullets clipped the 
sagebrush close to “Oke” 


Benson’s_ prone figure. 

Others spattered against 

the railroad grade, behind 
which the outlaw and his men had 
sought cover, while still others 
spanged against the steel rails and 
glanced off with a whining, whistling 
sound. 

“Tip” Tipton’s body lay flat on 
its back, sightless eyes upturned to 
a torrid sun.. Mort Savage was 
breathing his last close by, slumped 
across some sagebrush, riddled. And 
even as Oke glanced at him, he saw 
Les Horton leap convulsively into 
the air, a slug through his brain. 

Thus the sheriff and his posse had 


accounted for three of Oke’s best 
shots, leaving only “Texas” Redfern 
and “Utah” Mellott. But the latter 
was definitely out of the picture, 
having been detailed to guard the 
outlaws’ horses in a near-by draw. 

The situation was the most des- 
perate in which the outlaw leader 
had ever found himself, but his cun- 
ning was quite equal to the occasion. 

He sized up the situation swiftly. 
Escape to the north was cut off by 
the sheriff and his men. Posses from 
east and west were even then con- 
verging upon him. Only the trail 
to the south lay open, and it led 
into country with which Oke was 
unfamiliar. 

“You was crazy to tackle that 
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Buhl bank,” Texas Redfern .com- 
plained bitterly, ramming shells into 
the magazine of.a red-hot rifle. “We 
tried to tell you you'd stir up a hor- 
nets’ nest and that all these here 
ranchers was' vigilantes.” 

“T guess you was right, Tex,” Oke 
agreed. 

Despite the situation, Tex snowed 
surprise at the reply. He.had seen 
Oke shoot men down for making a 
remark like that, which had reflected 
on his ability. But with death star- 
ing him in the face, Texas: wasn’t 


earing now: whether Oke liked the . 


remark or not. 


However, the reason Oke had: 


agreed with him. so readily was that 
a plan had flashed into his mind, 
and he had no objection to agreeing 
with. a man who was as. good as 
dead: 

“They’s just one chance for us a 
get away alive, Tex,” Oke suggested. 
“You stay here and keep firing while 
I crawl back to Utah and the hosses: 
Vl fire from the rim of the wash 
so’s to give you a chance to run for 
it, too.” 

A hail of lead greeted Oke as he 
started crawling away on his stom- 
ach, pulling himself along by grasp- 
ing the sagebrush. But when he 
reached the lip of the draw, he ran 
down into it. 

Utah saw his white face as he 
hastily mounted his horse and jerked 
the animal around viciously. 

“Where’s the rest of the boys?” 
Utah inquired, alarmed. 

“Dead!” Oke snapped. 
been licked!” 

-He sank the spurs home and the 
startled horse lunged forward. Utah 
jumped back to let. it pass, and 
Oke’s six-gun exploded in his face. 
Utah shivered, then sank down in a 
heap. 

- “You always talked - too muc 


“We've 


Oke observed =e as he hit ne 
south trail. 

His appearance in the open -was 
the signal for the sheriff and: his. 

posse to concentrate their fire upon 
ian, A bullet touched his cheek, 
bringing blood. -Another raked the 
horse’s flank, sending it plunging 
through the sagebrush at breakneck 
speed. 

The posses coming from the east 
and west swung out and gave chase, 
but they had already ridden many 
miles and their mounts were winded. 
Oke glanced back, Puffs of powder 
smoke were still spiraling above the 
brush at the grade, proving that 
Texas was still fighting for his life. 

‘Signs of pursuit gradually disap- 
peared, and Oke could no_ longer 
catch the faint popping of rifles, an 
indication that Texas was dead. 

" “He was a good hombre, but reck- 
less,” Oke observed without a trace 
of feeling: 

He pulled up to blow his mount 
and take stock of this new country 
into which he was heading. It was 
plenty rough and rugged, a wilder- 
ness of sage and volcanic rock, 
which stretched clear to the horizon. 

Oke pricked the horse with a 
spur. The sun was setting, and 
night not far off. He now enter- 
tamed a more wholesome respect for 
those vigilante riders and their rifles, 
and he wanted to put as much dis- 
tance between them and himself as 
he possibly could before the dawn 
of another day. 

So he rode on through the night 
that followed, a night that was 
black, save for the myriad stars that 
seemed to pin the sky in place, as 
black as the fury that possessed 
Oke’s heart because. of his first seri- 
ous defeat at the hands of the law 
and the vigilante ranchers. 

When dawn came at last, Oke’s 
glance strayed. te the horizon. An 
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endless expanse of sagebrush met his 
gaze, with here and there an island 
of volcanic rock to break the awful 
monotony. ; 

“If I hadn’t kep’ riding all night,” 
he observed, “I’d ’a’ swore I hadn’t 
moved a foot from back yonder. 
What a country!” 


His horse was jaded, spent, 
streaked with dried sweat, too tired 
to any longer heed the cruel spurs. 
Nevertheless, it suddenly planted its 
forefeet in the ground and came to 
an abrupt halt, snorting. Oke raised 
up in the stirrups. 

He settled back almost instantly 
with a startled exclamation. A few 
yards ahead yawned a rocky gorge 
which stretched away to the horizon 
in a twisting, broken line. East 
and west, as far as the eye could see, 
it cut across that barren land, a 
deep, narrow gash. 

Oke dismounted to inspect this 
barrier to his further progress. He 
approached the edge cautiously and 
glanced over. Bulging rock walls 
obscured his vision of the bottom. 
Halfway down, objects were lost in 
gloom. A dampness rose up out of 
the depths, accompanied by a dull 
roar. 


HE outlaw stepped back and 

looked around  apprehen- 

sively. Had the posses pur- 
posely left the south trail open to 
him, forcing him to ride into this 
very trap? The thought brought an 
angry flush to his face. 

“But I ain’t ketched yet,” he 
snarled. 

No signs of a trail, either leading 
down into or out of the gorge, could 
be seen. The gap-from lip to lip 
was too great for any horse to leap. 
Perhaps there was a trail somewhere 
further along. Oke knew it would 
take precious time to locate it, but 


there was no other alternative. He 
must find it. . 

So he rode on west, skirting the 
gorge, watching for the trail, and 
keeping an eye open for pursuit. 
Thus, after a time, he came to a 
shack and outbuildings made of vol- 
canic rock. 

“A nester!” Oke observed con- 
temptuously. “Another fool starv- 
ing to death just to be able to say 
he’s his own boss.” 

The nester was busy at the stove 
when Oke appeared in the doorway. 
He was at first startled by the out- 
law’s sudden entry, but his greeting 
carried warmth, nevertheless. 

“Set down, pilgrim, and take the 
weight off your feet,” he invited. 
“Breakfast’s ready.” 

“I’m shore hungry,” Oke said, 
glancing around the shack. “What 
country’s this?” 

“Lost, huh?” the nester inquired. 

“Mebbe,” Oke replied, helping 
himself to the food. “I’m out look- 
ing for a homestead and got turned 
around, I guess. No landmarks till 
I come to this gorge. What’s it 
called?” 

“Salmon Gorge. The River of No 
Return runs through it. Ever hear 
the name?” 

The River of No Return! It 
sounded sinister, mysterious, threat- 
ening. 

“Dunno as I ever did,” Oke an- 
swered. “So they’s a river running 
through it, huh?” 


“T’ll say there is.” The nester 


grinned. “‘Didn’t you hear its thun- 


der?” 

“Who give the river that name?” 

“The Injuns,” the nester ex- 
plained. “No man who ever clumb 
down that gorge to it was ever heard 
of again.” He gesticulated with a 
fork in order to emphasize his words. 
“T’m the only one the River of No 
Return never fooled. I built a trail 


124 Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine 


down to it. Cut hand and toe holds 
outta the solid rock. Took lotsa 
time.” 

That sounded like good news to 
Oke. After all, he thought, the 
gorge would not prove a barrier to 
his escape. 

Seeing that the other was inter- 
ested, the nester waxed enthusiastic. 
“Got a canoe down there, too. I 
make quite a tidy living in the sum- 
mertime taking mjuneers and sci- 
entific guys down, and the likes of 
them.” 

“Got a canoe, huh?” Oke re- 
marked, staring fixedly at the nester 
through narrowed lids. “That’d suit 
me fine. I’d like to get out of this 
country, and my hoss is done up.” 

“You ‘got plenty of nerve, stran- 
ger?” the nester demanded. “It'll 
be one tough trip. White water all 
the way, and rocks. The walls 
pinch in towards the bottom, and it’s 
darker’n a cave down there. And 
noise! Say, you can’t hardly hear 
yourself think.” 

“Well, I ain’t exactly a coward.” 
Oke grinned. “This here river, 
where does it come out?” 

“?Way below here, where it joins 
the Snake.” 

“How soon can we start?” Oke 
inquired. 

“Soon as you plunk the dough 
down,” the nester replied. “It'll 
cost you twenty bucks.” 

Sunlight glinted on the barrel of 
a gun that seemed to have suddenly 
sprung into Oke’s hand out of no- 
where. The expression in the nest- 
er’s eyes was one of genuine sur- 
prise. 

“I’m in a hurry,” Oke snarled, 
“and I’m not paying you no dough. 
I’m Oke Benson, and I’m on my 
way outta this God-forsaken sage- 
brush country. Get going, feller!” 

“Oke Benson!” The nester gasped. 
He had heard of the dreaded outlaw 


before. “So you're the guy the 
whole country’s been trying to 
ketch, huh?” 

“Including the sheriff.’ Oke 
laughed harshly. “Get going, I say.” 
He stood up and thrust the gun into 
the nesters back, forcing him 
through the door. “One funny 
move,” he warned, “and I'll drill 
you.” 

The nester paused on the rim of 
the gorge and pointed to Oke’s gun. 

“Suit yourself what you do with 
that shooting iron,” he said m a 
nervous voice, “but you'll need both 
hands when you hit the trail.” 

“All right,” Oke agreed, holstermg 
the gun. “But don’t forget the 
warning. I don’t need two hands 
to shoot you.” 

Oke thought that the nester had 
stretched the truth about that trail, 
but he soon changed his mind. 
Shortly after starting, he glanced 
down, and his head began spinning. 
After that, he kept his eyes fixed on 
the head of the man just below him. 


HE nester knew where to 

place each foot and hand, and 

he had to pause often until 
Oke descended to him. The roar of 
the river below was plainer now, 
and both men were in the semi- 
gloom. 

“How much lower yet?” Oke in- 
quired, his face beaded with sweat 
from the unusual exertion. 

“*Bout a hundred feet,” the 
nester replied. “And from here on, 
it’s purty slippery.” 

Now the gorge resounded to the 
boom of lashing, tumbling water be- 
low. The air was chilly and damp, 
and the rock walls dripped water, 
making the toe and hand holds 
treacherous. 

Fear suddenly gripped Oke’s 
heart. He glanced upward through 
the gloom to the narrow ribbon of 
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light above, and wished that he had 
not come. The desire to return ob- 
sessed him, and only the thought. of 
his tired horse and the fear of pur- 
suit made him fight against it. 

The nester’s voice reached up to 
him, calling out directions, issuing 
warnings. Oke glanced down, and 
an exclamation of surprise and fear 
escaped him. The nester appeared 
to be standing, half in and half out 
of a bank of mist. His voice 
sounded hollow, muffled and indis- 
tinct. Gradually, his shoulders and 
head disappeared beneath the pall 
of mist, leaving Oke alone in a 
world of thundering noises and damp 
air. 

Oke descended into the smother 
of river fog to the waist and paused, 
feeling with a foot for the next hold. 
A cold hand seized his ankle, push- 
ing it te one side until the foot 
found new lodgment and Oke could 
move down beneath the white 
water fog. 

The nester was saying something 
that Oke could not understand be- 
cause of the thunderous roar. He 
glanced around, but could see noth- 
ing save a white wall of fleecy mist 
which seemed to be pressing in upon 
him. Still the clammy hand guided 
his feet. 

“Hey, where are you?” Oke finally 
shouted. “I can’t see a hand in 
front of my nose!” 

“T’m here,” came the faint reply. 
“Another step and you’ve reached 
bottom. Come this way.” 

Oke pressed a hand against the 
dripping rock wall and took a few 
tentative steps forward in the direc- 
tion of the voice. He stumbled 
against a boulder, slipped on another 
one, then picked himself up and 
went on gropingly. 

Ice-cold water sloshed over his 
riding boots. A stiff wind whistling 
through the narrow gorge drove the 
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river. spray through his clothes, 
soaking and chilling him. 

The thin, hollow voice came to 
him out of the thundering welter of 
sounds like a faint whisper. 

“Come ahead, feller!” 

“Wait!” Oke shouted, trying to 
keep the note of stark terror out of 
his voice. “Where’s that damned 
canoe you was talking about?” 

“Right over here!” the thin voice 
cried. It sounded fainter now, seem- 
ingly miles away. 

“Right over where?” Oke yelled. 
“Come back here and show me!” 

There were strange noises down 
there at the bottom of the gorge 
and Oke thought he heard derisive 
laughter, but he wasn’t sure. 

“Come back here, damn you!” he 
shouted, his teeth chattering with 
cold. “I’m gonna start shooting!” 

He listened intently for an an- 
swer. When it came, he knew he 
had heard aright the first time. The 
River of No Return failed to drown 
out the derisive laughter that cut 
through the living tomb of spume 
that surrounded the outlaw. 

His gun” came out of the holster 
dripping water. Its echoes mingled 
with the roar of the river as he 
emptied it blindly and stumbled 
forward, cursing. 

Icy water tugged at his knees. A 
round rock turned under him, and 
he fell away from the rock wall head 
first into the water. The current 
sucked him into its grip. Screaming, 
he fought like a mad man, dragged 
himself free of its clutch, regained 
the wall and shrank back against it. 

He attempted next to retrace his 
steps, pressing a numbed hand 
against the rock wall to guide him. 
He felt its cold surface in an effort 
to find the hand and foot holds by 
which he had descended. 

At last his chilled fingers encoun- 
tered depressions and a cry of re- 
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lief welled from his lips. Wildly, 


frantically, he climbed, feeling cau- 


tiously for the next depression, 
hemmed in by the blinding fog of 
spray. 

Suddenly the depressions ended. 
No amount of exploring with grop- 
ing. fingers encountered _ others. 
Oke’s cry of despair echoed out 
above the roar of the river. He 
hung on until all sense of feeling left 
his fingers. His whole body trem- 
oe and his knees turned to rub- 

er. | 

One hand slipped, and he hung 
on for a few minutes with the other. 
When that slipped, his body hurtled 
to the boulders below, struck heav- 
ily, rolled into the water, and the 
River of No Return sucked Oke into 
its fatal embrace. 


RESENTLY, the nester’s head 
and wet shoulders appeared 
through the mist, down below 

in the semigloom of the gorge. 
Water trickled from his hat, nose 
and chin as he climbed steadily up- 
ward. At last he stood shivering in 
the warm sunlight on the brink. 

His face was grim as he walked 
hurriedly back to his stone shack. 
He was changing into dry clothes 
when he chanced to glance through 
the window. Mounted men were 
swinging past the corral, the sheriff 
in the lead. 


“moment. 


“We've been trailing a bandit alk 
night,” he told the nester when he 
came to the door. “Seen anything 
ef him? Goes by the name of Ben- 
son.” 

“Yeah, I just got through guiding 
him down the gorge,” the nester re- 
plied. “He seemed to be in an aw- 
ful hurry to get outta the country.” 

The sheriff stared at him for a 
“You know what you’ve 
done?” he asked. “You've let a 
thousand bucks slip through your 
fingers! You're the only man living 
who knows the way into and out: of 
that gorge and, of all places in the 
world, that damned outlaw had to 
come here!” 

“I’ve only told you part. of abe 
story, sheriff.” The nester grinned. 
“T showed him the way inta the 
gorge, but not out of it. You'll find 


_ his body on a sand bar, where the 


river joins the Snake.” 

The sheriff waved to his men. 
“Let’s be riding, fellers.” 

The nester laid a hand on the 
bridle. “Benson made one mistake, 
sheriff,” he said. 

“And what was } that? the sheriff 
inquired. 

“He drawed a gun on me,” the 
nester replied. “He drawed a gun 
on a vigilante, savvy? And no wall- 
eyed walloper can draw a gun on 
one of us boys and get eeey with 
it. ob] : 


WASP STINGS SPIDER 


A 


WASP met a spider on the front porch of a Fort Worth, Texas, 
rancher and engaged in battle. 
wasp and had longer legs, but the continual buzz of the wasp made 


The spider was heavier than the 


the spider a little nervous, so he muffed many an opportunity to imjure his 
enemy. The two rolled over, and over and covered most of the porch area, 
The rancher watched with interest and decided that the contestants were 
about evenly matched. After several minutes, however, the wasp succeeded 
in sitting on the spider’s back. ..One rapierlike. thrust of wie stinger put the 
spider permanently out of circulation. 


Famous Western Dogs 


(The Heelers) 


By GEORGE CORY FRANKLIN 


O series of articles on 
domestic animals of the 
Western Frontier would 
be complete that failed 
to mention “Man’s Best 
Friend.” s 
That this description fits the dogs 
of that period, no old-timer for a 
moment questions. Many an Indian 
raid has been defeated by the watch- 
fulness of some otherwise useless 
dog. The guerrilla bands that made 
life miserable for the settlers during 
the hard years, just after the Civil 
War, found their plans to rob and 
pillage often upset by the vigilance 
of a little dog that could have won 
only the booby prize at a country 
dog show. 
It would be almost impossible to 
list all the varieties of breeds that 
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lived among the early pioneers, al- 
though there was some traces of 
the better-known strains, such as 
Pointers, Setters, Spaniels and Shep- 
herds among all the dogs, not ex- 
cepting the mongrel hordes that 
made the nights hideous around the 
Indian camps As the writer re- 
members the dogs of the Indians, 
they were mostly short-haired, no 
two resembling each other in color, 
shape or size. They were as likely 
to be blue-eyed as dark, and many 
had one “moon-eye” and the other 
brown. Yellow-spotted and brindle 
were the prevailing colors, and their 
disposition was as uncertain as their 
pedigree. 

* As early as 1870, well-bred hunt- 
ing dogs appeared on the plains, and 
were popular with the sportsmen 
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who hunted prairie chickens, quail 
and water fowl. But it is around the 
workers, the proletariat of the dog 
kingdom, that the greatest interest 
centers. 

Dog teams were used to freight 
supplies to outlying camps in the 
winter time. Some were trained to 
hold the attention of the watchful 
rams that guarded the flocks of 
mountain sheep, while the hunters 
crept up to within rifle shot. Others 
were taught to drive cattle, to lead 
horses to water, and to carry mes- 
sages from one community to an- 
other. In at least on instance 
known to the writer, the lives of an 
entire garrison in a blockhouse on 
the Little Bijou were saved by the 
courage and wisdom of Rush, a 
half-breed shepherd, who was sent 
out in the darkness with a note 
fastened to his collar. 

A band of renegade Foothills In- 
dians had surrounded a home of set- 
tlers that had taken refuge in a 
blockhouse, where they were in 
danger of starvation. The Indians 
maintained so close a guard around 
the little fortress that no man could 
escape. ~Rush had frequently made 
the trip to a village several miles 
away and had brought back small 
packages fastened to a little saddle 
that his master had made for him. 
The owner of the dog had great faith 
in his ability to get through the lines, 
and insisted that Rush could outwit 
any one who might try to stop him. 

The attempt was made at night in 
order that the danger from rifle fire 
might be lessened. A note telling 
the people in the village of the plight 
of the settlers was fastened to the 
dog’s collar. His master took him in 
his arms and held him close while 
he talked to him as he might have 
to a man, frequently mentioning the 
name of a friend in the village. 

Rush listened attentively, his head 
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turned far to one side, as if fearful 
lest he might fail to get some im- 
portant word. As soon as he under- 
stood what he was to do, he began 
to struggle to be put down; and, 
when released through a small hole 
that had been cut for him in the 
back wall, he dashed for the cover 
of a near-by ravine and vanished 
into the darkness. 

Not until the crack of rifles and 
the death ery of surprised Indians 
broke the stillness, did the settlers 
know of the success of the dog. A 
little later, the proud owner of Rush 
checked up and found that the dog 
had covered the distance to the vil- 
lage in a very short time, but for 
more than an hour, the dog was un- 
able to find the man to whom he had 
been sent. 

Unquestionably, the most popular 
dog of frontier days was the small 
black-and-tan shepherds, the bravest 
and smartest of all the dogs of that 
dramatic period. They were known 
as “heelers,” because of their method 
of forcing stubborn cattle to go 
places against their will. These dogs 
were very quick and intelligent. 
They were trained to stay back of 
the cowboy’s horse and keep out of 
sight unless called upon. The reason 
for this was that cows with young 
calves by their sides would spend 
more time watching to protect their 
offspring than in traveling; but a 
word, or a motion of the hand from 
his master, would send the dog 
speeding after some stray, or else up 
the line to break up mischievous 
conferences. 

The experienced heeler would run 
up to within a yard of the animal’s 
heels, stop, perhaps feign an attack, 
and dodge back. Then, as the over- 
confident cow, that hdd merely 
kicked a hole in the atmosphere over 
the head of the crouching dog, 
started on, the dog would deliver a 


Famous Western Dogs 


sharp bite that would bring forth an 
amgry bellow from the recipient, and 


perhaps result in the dog’s being 


chased back behind his master. 


Sometimes, otherwise good stock 
dogs ‘would learn to bite the tail of 
the animal instead of the more diffi- 
cult heel—in which case they were 
at once either destroyed, or given to 
some one not in the cattle business, 
lest by their example they teach 
other dogs the trick. An active 
“tailer” would soon ruin the ap- 
pearance of the cattle, as well as de- 
stroy their only defense against the 
green-head flies that are the scourge 
of the cattle ranges in July and 
August. 

Good cow dogs were often more 
valuable than several men, espe- 
cially in rough precipitous country, 
or in the brush heaps, where it was 
hard to force a horse through after 
the hidden cattle. As an example 
of the effectiveness of good heelers, 
Bob: Williams, once owner of the 
famous Horse Track outfit, and the 
writer, with the aid of two dogs, 
Spot and Don, trailed thirteen hun- 
dred head of cattle. This trailing 
was done from a ranch five miles 
down the Rio Grande, below where 
the town of Monte Vista now stands, 
to the summer range above Antelope 
Park, without losing a hoof. The 
two dogs did the major part of the 
driving, as the presence of both men 
was needed on the point and in pre- 
venting strays from joining the 
herd. Two weeks later, the Turkey 
Track outfit with a full crew; but no 
dogs, lost over fifty head driving a 
herd of about the same size over the 
same route. 


The question of whether such dogs 
as these acted from intelligent rea- 
soning or only brute instinct has 
been the cause of much debate. 
The following incident which can be 


129 


proved true, supports the argument 
for reason on the part of the dog. 
During the summer months, a 
small herd of milk cows, when re- 
leased from the corral in the morn- 
ings, would wade across the Rio 
Grande, which at that time of day 
was fordable. The melting snow in 
the mountains so increased the flow, 
that by mid-afternoon the river 
would be running bank full; and 
some one must either swim a horse 


‘across and drive the cows back, or 


else go around by a bridge, which 
was about a mile below the ranch. 

One afternoon when the family 
was seated on the porch, Don, the 
dog above referred to, got up from 
his nap in the shade, went down to 
the bank of the river, and looked 
across at the cows. Several times he 
glanced back over his shoulder at 
the people on the porch, to see if any 
of them were going to attend to 
what he recognized as a necessary 
chore. Finally, Don trotted off 
down the road in a very business- 
like manner. 

Curious to learn what the dog had 
on his mind, his owner permitted 
him to go. In about half an hour 
Don appeared on the other bank of 
the river opposite the ranch. He 
had gone around by the bridge, and 
was now awaiting permission to 
drive the cows across the river, 
which was gladly given. 

Having forced the cattle into the 
river and watched them swim across, 
Don evidently felt he had done his 
bit, and started back around by the 


_bridge, stopping occasionally to in- 


vestigate favorable chipmunk ter- 
ritory. He received with dignity 
the praise lavished upon him, but 
was evidently more pleased than he 
was willing to admit, for he repeated 
the trick next evening and for sev- 
eral days thereafter, until the cows, 
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learning that they were causing no 
one any inconvenience by their 
escapade, decided to stay on the 
ranch side of the river, where the 
feed was really better. 

This action of the dog was the 
more remarkable because he was not 


A song of 


ordinarily allowed to work on any- 
thing but range cattle. He simply 
figured out that somebody must at- 
tend to the matter, and he was will- 
ing to do his part, though he pre- 
ferred to do it in the easiest and 
most comfortable way. 


the Range 


(Windy Bill) 


W INDY BILL was a Texan man, 
Well he could rope, you bet. 
He swore the steer he couldn’t tie 
Just hadn’t been found yet. 
But the boys they knew of an old black steer— 
A sort of an old outlaw— 
That ran down in the malpais 
At the foot of a rocky draw. 


With his brazen bit and his sam-stock tree, 
His chaps and his taps to boot, 

And his old maguey tied hard and fast, 
Bill swore he’d get the brute. 

Now, first Bill sort o’ sauntered round; 
Old Blackie began to paw, 

Then threw his tail straight in the air 
And went driftin’ down the draw. 


The old gray plug flew after him, 
For he’d been eatin’ corn, 
And Bill, he piled his old maguey 
Right around old Blackie’s horn. 
The old gray hoss, he stopped right still, 
The cinches broke like straw, 
And then old maguey and the sam-stock tree 
Went driftin’ down the draw. 


Bill, he lit in a flint-rock pile, 


His face and his hands were scratched. 
He said he thought he could rope a snake, 
But he guessed he had met his match. 

He paid his bets like a little man, 
Without a bit of jaw, 

And allowed old Blackie was the boss 
Of anything in the draw. 


TEP up to the fire, boys, and 
gather round to listen to Al- 
lan Hadley, of 5025 Nebraska ° 


Avenue, Tampa, Florida, 

who differs with something 
that appeared in Western ey 
Magazine. 


“Boss AND Foixs: With all due 
respect to Mr. Young and the very 
marvelous collection of unusual. as 
well as instructive things printed in 
his ‘Interesting and True -Depart- 
ment,’ exception must be taken to 
some. Of course, we realize he de- 
pends to a very great extent upon 
the veracity of other people. And 
it must follow, of course, that he 
wishes errors cor rected. 

“The July 25th issue of Western 
Story carries a snake -picture with 
this quotation: ‘Contrary to wide- 
spread belief, a snake does not swal- 
low its young upon the approach of 
danger.’ Where, or from whom this 
item was secured’ is immaterial. 
Let me relate to you an incident 


which took place in the late 90s. I - 


witnessed the entire performance, 


and called my father to see the lat- 


ter part. 


“T have many times found garter 


‘snake eggs a bit more than a half 
inch in diameter 
: snakes visible in various stages of 


‘with the little 


development. While walking in our 
vegetable garden, on the banks of a 
little stream in Oklahoma, rather 
early one morning ‘in August—I am 
not sure of, the time, it could have 
been September—I came across a 
very large garter snake, nearly three 
feet long, with mouth wide open. 
Refusing to run, it lay in a small, 
bare spot with parsley weeds and 
pig weeds about. I suddenly be- 
came aware that something unusual 
was happening at its mouth; some- 
thing like a swift-moving dark 
streak appeared there. The snake 
seemed to be swelling. In a second, 
almost, the affair was over and the 
snake, instead of moving off in 
the usual active manner, started 
sluggishly off down a dead furrow. 
Puzzled at its bloated appearance, I 
followed the snake, and easily over- 
took it. With a hoe I chopped the 
head, and with pocketknife I 


operated. Out of this snake came 
‘thirty-eight scrappy little garter 
‘ snakes, each of which was close to 
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six inches long, and nearly as large 
round as.a lead pencil. Much to his 
amazement, also, my father saw and 
counted them. Now what?” 


If any of you have had experiences 
with snakes, let’s hear from you. 


Now we have an hombre here to- 
night, Thomas Croley, of China 
Creek, Likely, British Columbia, 
who was at one time personally 
acquainted with Colonel Cody, bet- 
ter known as Buffalo Bill. 

Mr. Croley objected to an article 
by C. L. Douglas, in the October 3rd 
issue of Western Story Magazine, 
concerning the fight at Adobe Walls, 
Texas. So now we'll ask Tom to 
speak his piece: 


“Boss AND Foixs: The author, 
C. L. Douglas, sure does not know 
his Injun fights. As I heard the 
story from James Cator, one of the 
defenders of the little fort, James 
Lester and Albert Cator had come 
over from England the -year before 
to get a little adventure in the way 
of buffalo hunting. James was the 
only one of the three brothers who 
was in the famous fight. 

“A party of buffalo hunters de- 
cided to establish a supply base in 
the Panhandle of Texas, and be 
ready to slaughter the buffalo when 
the herd started north in the spring. 
The buffalo would scatter all over 
the country in small herds, wintering 
in Oklahoma, Texas, and as far west 
as the Pecos River in New Mexico. 
As they moved north, the buffalo 
kept falling into the main herd, un- 
til all the buffalo in the country were 
in one big herd, which headed for 
Canada. As they passed through 
the Panhandle of Texas on their way 
north, the hunters selected a camp 
site on a little creek where there was 
a good spring of water. There they 


built a stockade, and moved in sup- 
plies for the big slaughter. Four 
million buffalo were killed that year. 

“There was a treaty between the 
United States government and the 
Indians which stipulated that the 
white folks were not to kill any 
buffalo south of the south line of 
Kansas. The hunters disregarded 
the treaty, so the Indians went on 
the warpath. There were about 
seven or eight thousand warriors 
from the three tribes, Comanche, 
Cheyenne, and Kiowas, under the 
leadership of Chief Quanah Parker, 
a half breed. The fight lasted two 
weeks before the Indians decided it 
was of no use, that they could not 
fight the white man’s way, though a 
great many of the Indians had rifles 

“Although the Indians set fire to 
the buildings many times, the de- 
fenders of the fort were able to put 
out the blaze. The day before the 
fight ended, James (Jimmy) Cator 
killed a young chief who had come 
up to the stockade to set fire to it. 
He was so close, that his comrades 
could not come after him to carry 
him away. Cator took the chief’s 
wampum and, later, gave it to the 
Historical Society of Texas. 

“My brothers and I ranched for a 
number of years about forty miles 
away from the Cator brothers, and 
about seventy-five miles from the 
old Adobe Walls battlefield. Chief 
Quanah Parker’s mother was a 
white woman. The Parker family, 
with the exception of the baby girl, 
was killed by a band of Comanche 
Indians on the warpath. Chief 
Quanah, when he saw the baby girl 
said: “Make um squaw,” which he 
did. When she grew up, she became 
the wife of Chief Quanah. 


Well, thank you, Tom, for your 
information. We are sure that it is 
very interesting to all. 


MINES AND. 
“MINING Syitieeeune’< 


THOMPSON 


This department is intended to be of real help to readers. If there is 
anything you want to know about mining or prospecting, a letter inclosin 
a stamped and self-addressed envelope sent to 7 Thompson, care 0 
Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y., will bring a prompt authoritative personal reply. ; 

Letters unaccompanied by a return envelope will be answered in this 
department in the order in which they are received. But as space is limited, 


please keep such letters as brief as possible. 


OLD lode prospecting is 
not merely a fascinating 
outdoor business and 
grand adventure. It of- 
fers the forgotten man a 

chance to become independently rich 
overnight should he strike a bonanza 
metal deposit. It is those rich and 
lasting hard-rock finds that prospec- 
tors base their hopes on. 

With just such hopes, E. Bran- 
nick and Arthur Littlefield, of New 
York, are heading West toward the 
golden land of the setting sun. 

“We've been studying up some on 
prospecting,” they write, “particu- 
larly hard rock, as we hope to make 
our strike in some Western gold dis- 
trict. We don’t care how long it 
takes, or how many rebuffs we suffer 
at the outset. After all, nobody 
thought Columbus would find Amer- 
ica. We'll learn as we live, out in 
the mining country. But before we 
ctart, we would appreciate a few 
pointers on lode gold hunting.” 

That’s the spirit fellows. And 


good luck to you. Don’t forget there 
is more than a mite of truth in the 
old saying, “gold is where you find 
it.” It is. The gold in the great 
strike now raging in the Slumbering 
Hills around Jungo, Nevada, occurs 
in a fairly new formation. A forma- 
tion most prospectors would hardly 
glance at twice, and few would take 
the trouble to assay despite the 
heavy heft of the rock. 

As a gold-bearer the rock is new 
alike to old-time prospectors, min- 
ing engineers, and scientists. Stuff 
that an experienced prospector prob- 


ably wouldn’t stick a pick into has 


been ground up and yielded one- 
hundred-dollars-a-ton ore. Out there 
the rich rock appears to be a sand- 
stone containing mica, according to 
reports, with the gold running in 
fissures and cross seams. Feldspar 
fissures run rich in gold; and neigh- 
boring quartz, the logical formation 
in which to seek yellow metal, is 
barren. 

A chap just can’t tell what new 
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trick Mother Nature has up her 
mining sleeve. So it pays to be care- 
ful. Don’t overlook any bets. 

Nevertheless, in general, the 
chances of making a gold strike will 
be definitely increased if your pros- 
pecting is done in sections known to 
be mineralized and_ geologically 
favorable for gold deposition. Wide 
areas in which gold is known to oc- 
cur are a better bet than sections 
from which no trace of gold has ever 
been recovered. 

Regions that in the dim past of 
ancient geological epochs have been 
the scene of igneous activity offer 
the best opportunities for metallic 
mineralization. It is in such regions 
that the outstanding known gold de- 
posits have been discovered. 

Therefore, an area in or near 
igneous rocks should afford the most 
likely field for the finding of new 
gold deposits. Igneous rocks, to 
give a few examples, are rocks such 
as granites, rhyolite, and so forth; 
rocks that have been formed by the 
cooling and solidification of a once 
molten mass of mixed rock ma- 
terials. 

Rocks such as shale, sandstone, 
limestone—the sedimentaries that 
often lie in great beds or layers— 
are extremely unfavorable for gold 
prospecting unless, and it is a very 
important “unless,” they have been 
cut and veined by light-colored 
igneous rocks such as porphyry, 
rhyolite, and andesite. 

Not all igneous formations are 
favorable for the deposition of gold 
and other metallic minerals. Large 
beds of dark lava flow are a notable 
barren exception. Large granite 
masses are not themselves apt to 
contain gold in paying quantities 
unless the granite has been cut by 
veins and dikes of other finer 
grained, and usually lighter, igneous 
rocks. 


Moreover, even in mineralized re- 
gions gold does not occur helter- 
skelter all over the landscape, but 
in distinct zones, usually termed 
“lodes.” These lodes may be wide- 
spread, of great extent, or confined 
to relatively limited areas. Still 
narrowing down your hunt, not all 
parts of lodes are sufficiently min- 
eralized to be profitably workable 
as a rule. Those sections of it that 
are, the sections that make the great 
gold mines of the West, are gener- 
ally called “ore shoots.” 

_ And a good-paying ore shoot is 
the ultimate object of the gold-lode 
searcher. Ore shoots do not always 
extend evenly from vein wall to vein 
wall; in fact most of them don’t. 
They may occur in relatively narrow 
thin streaks or a single streak, and 
as a rule within certain definite ver- 
tical limits. In a mile length of vein 
only a certain portion of it may con- 
tain the downward-extending, rich, 


gold-smeared ore shoot. 


A truly fine pamphlet on Lode Gold 
Prospecting is available free of charge. 
The handy booklet is crammed full of 
useful information for both the experi- 
enced and the novice gold prospector. 
For the address from which _ this 
pamphlet may be obtained, write now 
to the Mines And Mining Department, 


-| Street & Smith’s Western Story Maga- 


zine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y., and inclose a stamped self- 
addressed return envelope with your 
request. 


And now G. B. T., of Norfolk, Vir- 
ginia, has a question he’d like an- 
swered in these columns. Namely 
how much gold is produced annually 
in the world? And how much of it 
comes from the United States? Al- 
most 30,000,000 ounces of virgin 
gold was mined in the world during 
1935; the highest total of all time. 
For the same period the U. S. pro- 
duced roughly 3,700,000 ounces of 
gold. 


The HOLLOW TREE 


Conducted by 


“HELEN RIVERS 


‘It is a natural impulse and it is a good 
impulse to desire to wander and to roam. 
Not too much, of course. But the desire 
to g0 places and see things should be and 
is in all of us—in all of us who amount to 
anything, at least, for traveling educates 
us, and changing our geographic location 
often is of. great benefit to health, mind, 
and economic well-being. A wise man once 
said, “A rolling stone gathers no moss,” 
but a wiser man, we think, added, “but a 
standing pool stagnates.” 

If you are one who would. travel, it isa 
mighty good thing to have man’s best asset 
along the way, and at your destination. 
We: mean, of course, friends. 

If you would like a friend or friends in 
a certain section, write to Miss Helen 
Rivers, who conducts this department, and 
she will put. you in touch with readers 
who want to correspond with folks in your 
part of the world. 

It must be understood that Miss Rivers 
will undertake to exchange letters only be- 
tween men and men, boys and boys, women 
and women, girls and girls. Letters will 
be forwarded direct when correspondents 
so wish; otherwise they will be answered 
here. Be sure to inclose forwarding post- 
age when sending letters through The Hol- 
low Tree. 

Address: Helen Rivers, care The Hollow 


Tree, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N.Y. . : 


HEYENNE, Calgary, 

Deadwood and Pendleton 
are the rodeo stomping 
grounds of the West. 
“Cowgirl, of Montana,” 
has forked broncs in the rodeos at 
these famous places. She writes: 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

The height of my ambition is to be a 
woman champ bronc buster! I am a red- 
headed cowgirl, and I live on a cattle ranch 
im the heart of the “land of shining moun- 
tains.” I am seventeen years old, and I 
have been on a horse since I was two 
years old. Tve forked broncs every rodeo 
season—at Cheyenne, Calgary, Deadwood, 
Pendleton, Fort Worth, and Sidney. 

The Spanish guitar and uke are my fa- 


and I play 
I’ve sung over 


instruments, 
both; I also sing and yodel. 
the radio quite a few times, and once from 


vorite musical 


Shenandoah, Iowa. I also write cowboy 
songs in my spare time. Id like Pen Pals 
from all over the United States. You can 
just bet I’m not a “fair weather” Pal, for 
when a person is my friend I sure stick by 
my little pardner. But you won’t find me 
a very domestic sort of person who stays 
home and in the kitchen. On the con- 
trary, I’m a kind of tomboy. I was raised 
in the West and I-love it with all my 
heart. I’d be glad to tell any of you folks 
about ‘Montana or about any phase of 
ranch life. I’ve been all over the West 
and into old Mexico, too. So please, folks, 
drop a line to a bronc buster in the Treasure 
State. And, oh yes, Pll exchange snaps. 

Cowerr., oF MonTANA, 

Care of The Tree. 
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A Waverly fruit grower will be 
glad to answer queries from all in- 
terested: 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

This is a message to those interested 
either in finding homes or spending their 
winter in Florida. I am a bachelor, thirty- 
seven years of age, and a Southerner. It 
seems so queer to the growers of the citrus 
industry how little Westerners know about 
fruit raising in Florida. Now I am in a 
position as a grower to give information to 
people who would appreciate learning con- 
ditions here. I will be glad to tell you 
how the fruit is cultivated, picked, colored, 
washed, and graded to quality and sized. I 
will tell you that our color-adding is not 
done on green fruit as is supposed, but on 
fruit already tree-ripened. And, folks, if 
you are interested in swapping seed, plants, 
fruit, etc., or like beautiful scenery, fishing, 
hunting and outdoor sports, I will be glad 
to hear from you. C. F. Kinney. 

Box 12, Waverly, Florida. 


This lonely soldier from Panama 
is looking for Pen friends. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

As I’m a lonely soldier in a foreign coun- 
try I’m looking for some true Pals. I’m 
interested in all kinds of outdoor sports, 
but above all I love to make friends and 
write long letters. I will send a souvenir 
of Panama to the first ten who write and I 
will exchange snapshots with any one. 

Private Joun Henry. 

Box 45, Corozal, 

Canal Zone, Panama. 


You-all will want to exchange 
snaps and yarns with this hombre. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 
Having been drafted out to India a year 
ago I have found life very monotonous ex- 
cept when I receive Street & Smith’s West- 
ern Story Magazine from my brother in 
England. It is the one thing I eagerly look 
for, as its stories hold and interest one 
from start to finish, I think the Pen 
Pals department is a grand idea for mak- 
ing friends and I am hoping to have a lot 
of new friends very soon. I am greatly in- 
terested in all sports, and I will exchange 
snaps of India with any one interested. 
- R. Courtney. 
D’S Company, First Battalion, 
Royal Fusiliers, New Cantonments, 
Delhi, India. 


Folks, here’s a Wyoming farmer 
looking for a pardner, 


Dear Miss Rivers: 3 
Although I am a good farmer, we have 

had so many dry years that I am broke. 

I have four children from four to sixteen 


Girls, here is that cowgirl Pal you- 
all have been waiting to yarn with. 
Wear your friend-maker, membership 
badges, and let the old Holla forward 
your letter to “Cowgirl, of Montana.” 

Twenty-five cents in coin or stamps 
sent to The Hollow Tree Department, 
Street & Smith’s Western Story Maga- 
zine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y., will bring you either the pin 
style or the button for the coat lapel. 
In et dsring: be sure to state which you 
wish. 


years to support, and I would like to move 
to Idaho and make a fresh start. I can go 
on. an equipped farm or dairy farm on a 
fifty-fifty basis if I could find some one 
willing to go into partnership with me. I 
can find a good farm for rent in Idaho, 
but I do not have enough of a grubstake 
for the start. 

I am forty-three years old. Will any 
one interested please speak up pronto? 

Frank Hotas. 
Stroner, Wyoming. 


Westerners, this message is for 
you. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Is there some place in the West where 
a widow lady aged twenty-seven and her 
two little girls might find a home? This 
home does not have to be pretentious, for 
a place where there is real friendship is 
more to be desired than remuneration. 

PENNSYLVANIA HOMESEEKER. 

Care of The Tree. 


Sylvia is a girl who will appreci- 
ate your correspondence. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Hello! Who wants a Pen Pal who will 
be a faithful correspondent for years to 
come? Then write me a long letter telling 


The Hollow Tree 


me all about yourself, your work, hobbies, 
recreation, et cetera. And if you send me a 
snapshot of yourself I’ll send you mine. 
I want to hear from every one, no matter 
-where you live or what you do. 

I am a young lady of twenty-two years. 
My. hobbies are Pen Pals, fan clubs, col- 
lecting handkerchiefs and full match book- 
lets. Dancing is my favorite recreation, 
and baseball and tennis are my favorite 
sports. I am a radio and movie fan if 
ever there was one! One of my big am- 
bitions is to do lots of traveling, as thus far 
I haven’t done so much of it. Let me have 
a long letter from all of you folks of The 
Hollow Tree, and to all of you I promise a 
reply, Sytvia Dorze.. 

Route 8, Elizabeth, Tlinois. 


You folks of the far North will be 
interested in this plea: 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Will some settler of the Matanuska Val- 
ley or Palmer, Alaska, write to a soldier 
who is longing to be a settler in that great 
valley himself some day? I am twenty- 
one, and through experience able to take 
care of myself. I can hardly wait until my 
enlistment is up, when I can answer a pio- 
neering call that has haunted me for years. 

Private Fioyp SELLERs. 

Company A, Second Engineers, 

Fort Logan, Colorado. 


An _ ex-sea captain invites corre- 
spondence: 


Dear Miss Rivers: 
As I am planning to buy a log cabin, I 
would like to get in touch with a young 
rd who is interested in the outdoor life. 
am an ex-sea captain, and I have some 
good yarns to tell about the sea and out- 
door life. A. L. G. 
Box 4, Salem, Massachusetts. 


From New Mexico hails this little 
cowgirl: 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Folks, I am just a lonely girl who would 
like to hear from many girls in the United 
States and also from people in foreign 
countries. I can tell you all about the In- 
dians, Mexicans, and cowboys, and I can 
tell you about cattle and wild bronchos. 
All letters will be answered, and that’s a 
promise, so if you are interested in cor- 
responding with a real cowgirl, just write 
to me. I am fifteen years old. 

Earurne Grarr, 

Box 242, Deming, New Mexico. 
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Cecil is a young Ontario lad. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Here comes a sixteen-year-old hombre 
from the North. As I have been raised on 
a farm I guess I will be classed as a farmer, 
sO come on you young fellows around my 
age who want a Pen Pal from a Northern 
farm. 

Now some of you are interested in stamp 
collecting. I guess it is a nice hobby, but 
I collect old cartridges and different kinds 
of rock. If there is any young hombre so 
interested, just speak up. I also play a 
guitar and violin. To the first two who 
write and send me a snapshot I will send a 
postcard-size picture of myself. 

Ceci, GRAVES. 

Matheson, Ontario, Canada. 


One of Uncle Sam’s soldiers is 
speaking up. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

This hombre is a soldier in the regular 
army, soldiering in the oldest Infantry 
Regiment in the United States—about one 
hundred and seventy-five years old. And 
now a word about myself. I am twenty 
years old, and I have traveled over twenty- 
seven thousand miles in the Middle West 
and South and Northwest. I would espe- 
cially like to hear from people who live 
around Pomona, Los Angeles, Claremont, 
Mt. Shasta, and Smith River, California; 
also Brookings, Medford, Junction City, 
Triangle Lake, Florence, Swisshome, Salem, 
Oregon City, Stayton, and Silverton, Ore- 
gon. Alaskan Pen Pals would also be wel- 
come, so come on all you folks and write a 
Pal. Private Joun SpytKo. 
Headquarters Company, Second Infantry, 

Fort Wayne, Detroit, Michigan. 


A city boy wants to get out into 
the wide open spaces. 


Dear Miss Rivers: 

Would any of The Hollow Tree folks be 
interested in a young chap of nineteen who 
is looking for a bunk on a ranch or a 
place as helper to a miner or a prospector? 
I have lived nearly all of my life here in 
Chicago and I would like to get out in 
the open to build myself up physically. I 
do not know anything about ranching, 
mining, or prospecting, but I am willing to 
work and learn, and all I ask in return is 
my bunk and grub. So if any one thinks 
he could use me, I'd be glad to hear from 
him. - Henry Kap.inski. 

2330 Greenview Avenue, 

Chicago, Dlinois, 


WHERE TO GO And 
How To GET THERE 


By JOHN NORTH 


_ . We aim in this department to give practical help to readers. The service offered 
includes accurate information about the West, its ranches, mines, homestead lands, 


_mountains and plains, as well as the facts about any features of Western life. 


We 


will tell you also how to reach the particular place in which you are interested. Don’t 
hesitate to write to us, for we are always glad to assist you to the best of our ability. 

Address all communications to John North, care of Street & Smith’s Western 
Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


LD MEXICO is the goal 
of many winter travelers, 
who return home full of 
praise for the romantic 
land across the Rio 

Grande. So enthusiastic is Walt F., 
of Des Moines, Iowa, about his stay 
in the Mexican capital, that he 
wants to prolong the pleasure by 
touring through some of the South- 
west on his way back. He writes: 

“Although I’ve covered many 
miles in the course of my travels, 
Mr. North, I must say that this 
jaunt down to Mexico City has been 


an all-time high for me. I won’t 
bore you with my ravings, but Iam 
so taken by this part of the world 
that I want to do a bit of exploring 
in New Mexico when I leave here. 
Can you tell me if there is a highway 
from this side of the international 
border which will take me up 
through the Sunshine State and if 
so, where it leads? I’m interested in 
the typically western country around 
Silver City.” 

The major route to and from Old 
Mexico, Walt, is U. S. Highway 80. 
There is, however, one road starting 


Where To Go And How To Get There 


below the imternational boundary 
which traverses. the Sunshine State 
and this is New: Mexico State Road 
11. Furthermore, you'll enjoy fol- 
lowing this trail for it will take you 
through some mighty interesting 
country. Starting at Palomas, a 
picturesque cluster of shacks on the 
Mexican side, the road goes through 
Columbus, the scene of Villa’s 


notorious raid, now changed from a _ 


busy war-time cantonment to a 
sleepy desert town. 
From Colum- 
bus the road 
stretches onward 
to Deming, fol- 


SPECIAL 


‘the Mogollons. 
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ranches in America, where round- 
ups brand thousands of head and 
cowmen are still the undisputed lords 
of the open range. This is mining 


. country, too, and the gateway to the 


great hunting and fishing grounds of 
Pack trips may be 
made from Silver City to the Gila 
Cliff Dwellings National Monument, 
which is well worth a visit. __ 
From Silver City northward to 
Luna, the last town on the New 
Mexico side, the road traverses a 
startlingly beau- 
tiful mountain 
scenic route. 


Near by prospec- 


NOTICE 


lowing the old 
Pershing Military 
Road, laid down 
when the not-so- 
successful — puni- 
tive expedition 
entered Old 
Mexico. Mining 
on a small scale 
and intensive 
prospecting are 
going on to-day 
in the Tres Her- 
manas hills to the 
left ‘as’ one pro- 


OLD-TIME DISHES FOR 
WINTER MEALS 


The trappers, prospectors, and 
lumber jacks who spend the winter 
months in the woods, know that 
tasty camp food is a mighty im- 


portant item in the day’s routine. 


These old-timers have sent in some 
of their well-tried recipes to the 
editor of this department, and he 
will be mighty glad to pass on to 


all you winter campers directions - 


for concocting such dishes as 
“Buckaroo Potatoes,” “Squaw Dish” 
and “Cherokee Barbecue.” Address 
your requests to John North, care 
of Street & Smith’s Western Story 
Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New 
York, N. Y.. 


tors and miners 
are hard at work, 
while in season, 
the hills are dot- 
ted with thou- 
sands of hunters 
and fishermen 
who as yet seem 
to have made 
little impression 
on one of the 
richest game 
regions in the en- 
tire Southwest. ~ 

From a_tour- 


ceeds northward. 

Deming is the 
junction point where major highway 
U.S.80 and State Road 11 intersect, 
thence onward the road passes the 
City of Rocks, the hot springs at 
Faywood, through cattle and sheep 
country, and up into the foothills of 
the. Black Range, where is located 
the great open pit copper workings 
of Hurley, Santa Rita, and Silver 
City. 

However much you have been.ex- 
cited by Old Mexico, Walt, we pre- 
dict that you will get a real kick out 
of Silver City and its environs. Here 
the Old West lives on, for in this sec- 
tion are some of the largest. cattle 


ist’s point of 
view, there are 
few drives anywhere which can offer 
the scenic beauty and stirring in- 
terest of New Mexico State Road 11. 

That New Mexico is crammed full 
of fascinating spots there is no 
doubt, but one of the most interest- 
ing sites in the West to Dave H., of 
Louisville, Kentucky, is a certain 
prairie section of the Gem State. 

“Did you ever hear of a little town 
called .Weippe out in Idaho, Mr. 
North? If so, I’d welcome all the 
facts you can dig up about this vil- 
lage and the prairie adjoining it, as 
toa considering going out there to 
ive 
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Yes, we've heard of Weippe, 
Dave. It’s situated sixteen miles 
from Greer, Idaho, a station on the 


The scenic and sunny highways of 
New Mexico take the traveler through 
some of the most interesting country 
of the entire West. In this land of 
great cattle ranches, rich mines, and 
vast stretches of hunting and fishing 
grounds, the Old West lives on. A 
guide to these New Mexico highways 
is found in the pamphlet, “Roads To 
Cibola,” and John North will glady tell 
readers where this free literature may 
be obtained for the asking. 


Northern Pacific Railway. The 
population of Weippe is about 500, 
and the town has grade and high 
schools, a drug store, two large 
stores, a community hall, picture 
show, and a beautiful natural city 
park. What is called Weippe prairie 
adjoining on the south has about 


The hombre looking for a farm home 
in the Far West would do well to in- 
vestigate the little town of Weippe 
and its adjoining prairie. John North 
interested readers 


will gladly tell 
where to write for detailed informa- 
on about this section of the Gem 
tate. 


1,500 acres of good level farming 
land, with Ford creek passing 
through it. The soil is productive 
and red and white clover, timothy, 
oats, barely and wheat grow well. 
Around Weippe prairie for a dis- 
tance of about ten miles the land is 
level and mostly timbered with yel- 
low and black pine, white and red 
fir, with small meadows here and 
there all through the timber. This 


land is readily cleared for cultiva- 
tion, and there is a good market for 
the salable timber at the sawmill 
near Weippe. There is also a local 
market for cordwood. This Weippe 
country is adapted for dairying, and 
sheep and cattle raising. 

Well we have our tourists and our 
settlers, and here is a hombre who 
prefers his shack hidden away in the 
hills. 

“T’m one of those chaps who likes 
to burrow in for the winter months, 
far away from civilization, Mr. 
North, and I’m all set for the season 
here in the Rockies,” writes Jake P., 
of Denver, Colorado. “As I’m fond 
of reading, I’d welcome some tips as 
to how to keep my cabin bright 
through the long dark evenings.” 

For a steady illumination for your 
cabin after darkness falls, Jake, try 
hanging up a folding Stonebridge 
lantern, which burns plumber’s can- 
dles and cones in either galvanized 
iron or aluminium. Some woods- 
men use a flashlight combined with 
a carbide reflector, which makes a 
good light. A Delta three-way elec- 
tric lamp, while heavy to pack, is 
very convenient for a permanent 
winter camp. One battery set lasts 
fourteen hours. In my _ opinion, 
however, there’s nothing better than 
the Aladdin lamp, which doesn’t 
burn much oil and uses a mantle. 


During the winter months stoves 
take on a new importance, and some 
of you hunters and trappers may be 


interested in directions for making a 
good stove for that camp of yours. 
If so, John North will be glad to send 
you directions for its construction. 


“Dramonp TootH GErTIE” was a dance-hall girl who came to Dawson 
from Montana, during the early Gold Rush Days. Her moniker came from 
the fact that between her two upper front teeth, she had had a dentist in- 


lay a diamond. 


By 
CHARLES E. 
CHAPEL 


‘Y First Lieutenant, U. S. Marine Corps 


Address inquiries regarding. firearms, marksman-€3 
/ ship, and hunting, to Lieutenant Charles E. Chapel, 
4 “Guns And Gunners,” Street & Smith’s WESTERN 


By 


STORY MAGAZINE, 79 Seventh Ave., New York, 
N. Y., and inclose a stamped, addressed envelope. 


HE accuracy of the Ken- 

tucky Rifle was well de- 

scribed by a colonial writer 

who saw an exhibition of 

Maryland and Virginia 
volunteers, who assembled at Cam- 
bridge, Massachusetts, in 1775, in 
response to a proclamation issued by 
George Washington. Here are his 
words: 

“A clapboard, with a mark the 
size of a dollar, was put up; they be- 
gan to fire offhand, and the by- 
standers were surprised, few shots 
being made that were not close to 
or in the paper. When they had shot 
for a time in this way, some lay on 
their backs, some on their breast or 
side, others ran twenty or thirty 
steps, and firing, appeared to be 
equally certain of the mark. 

“With this performance the com- 
pany was more than satisfied, when 
a young man took up the board in 
his hand, not by the end, but by the 
side, and holding it up, his brother 
walked to the distance, and very 
coolly shot into the white; laying 
down his rifle, he took the board, and 
holding it as before, the second 
brother shot as the first had done. 


One of the soldiers then held the 
board between his legs while a com- 
panion shot through the center of 
the mark.” 

The exact range these volunteers 
used was not recorded, but it was 
nothing unusual for feats of this kind 
to be performed at a range of three 
hundred yards. How many modern 
shooters would care to try these 
stunts, even with a National Match, 
Service Rifle? 


It is a far cry from the flintlocks 
of pioneer days to the breechloading 
rifles of to-day. Here we have a for- 
mula that may be useful when you 
store away your arms in an off sea- 
son. 


Gun grease. 


B. F. E., Stockton, California: 
Mix together one part of anhydrous 
lanolin and one part of white vase- 
line. Melt these over a slow fire and 
then allow the mixture to cool. The 
lanolin, as you may know, is wool 
fat, but my itself it is too heavy to 
use as gun grease. This formula is 
intended to be used in lubricating 
weapons for storage; if you expect to 
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fire them soon you can make a 
lighter weight gun oil by adding 
sperm oil until you have the con- 
sistency you want. 


Free rifle range. 


O. V. V., Memphis, Tennessee: 
A Free Rifle Range is 300 meters 
from firing point to target. Protec- 
tive walls are built along the sides of 
the range, particularly at the firing 
points, where the shooters are en- 
closed on three sides, the fourth be- 
ing open to the front for firing. 


Squadded match. 


H. F. R., Leominster, Massa- 
chusetts: 
Match is an event in which the com- 
petitor is assigned by the statistical 
officer a definite time to fire and a 
definite target. Failure to report at 
the proper time and place forfeits the 
right to fire. An Unsquadded In- 
dividual Match is one in which the 
shooter goes on the firing line and 
takes any target assigned by the 
range officer. 


Service ammunition. 


B. F. R., Eagle Pass, Texas: 
Service Ammunition is that full 
charge ball cartridge ammunition 
manufactured by the United States 
Government, and issued by the 
Ordnance Department of the Army 
for use in service arms. 


A Squadded Individual | 
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Running deer ranges. 


P. K. Y., Laurel, Mississippi: 
Running Deer Ranges are 100 
meters from firing point to target. 
This is because the meter is a unit of 
international measurement, and this 
range is fired on by various coun- 
tries. The target, shaped like a deer, 
is mounted on a wheeled carriage or 
overhead cable or track. It is some- 
times operated by means of a falling 
weight, but usually by power. The 
deer goes 23 meters (about 25 
yards) in four seconds. This is one 
of the most interesting of all forms 
of marksmanship sport. 


Prone position. 


C. S. W., Newport, Kentucky: 
The prone, or lying, position is that 
of the body extended on the ground, 
or floor, head toward the target. No 
part of the arms below the elbows 
can rest upon the ground or any 
support. The use of a mat or mat- 
tress under the body is permitted. 


Muzzle energy not indicative of 
killing power. 


A. W. E., Medford, Massachu- 
setts: Muzzle energy alone is not 
truly indicative of killing power. We 
must consider the weight, shape, and 
construction of the bullet, its ma- 
terial, the range at which it is to be 
fired, and the height of the trajec- 
tory. 


The U. S. Rifle, (Enfield), Model 1917, Caliber .30, in excellent condition, 
is sold to citizens of the United States, by the government, for $8.87, under 
certain conditions which will be explained to readers sending a stamped, 
addressed envelope. 


A ten-cent handbook for boy and girl marksmen will be mailed free, as 


long as the supply lasts, to those who request it. 


stamped, addressed envelope. 


Please inclose the usual 


These assertions are the private opinion of the firearms editor, and are net te be construed as official, er reflecting the 


views of the Navy Department, or the naval service at large. 


; This department is offered free of charge to our 

readers. Its purpose is to aid them in getting in touch 

: nay: with persons of whom they have lost. track. ee : 

_ While it will be better to use your name in the notice, we will print your request 
“blind” if you prefer. : In sending “blind” notices, you must, of course, give us your 


right name and address, so that we can forward promptly any letters that may come 


for you. 


We reserve the right to reject any notice that seems tous unsuitable. 


Because “copy” for a magazine must go to the printer long in advance of publication, 

don’t expect to see your notice till a considerable time after you send it. Bae 
If it can be avoided, please do not send a “General Delivery” post-office address, 

for experience has proved that those persons who are not specific as to address often 


have mail that we send them returned: to us marked “not found.’ 
also, to notify us of any change in your address. : 


“It would be well, 


Now, readers, help those whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would 
like to be helped if you were in a similar position. 
-: WARNING.—Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or tele- 
gram, asking for money “to get home,” et cetera, until-you are absolutely certain that 
the author of such telegram or letter is the person you are seeking. 


* Address all your communications to Missing Department, 


Street & Smith’s 


Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


McCONNELL, J. L.—He is thirty-nine years” 


of age and is five feet seven inches tall with 
dark-brown hair and blue eyes. Last heard of 
when he was in Colorado. Please write to L., 
care of Western Story Magazine. 


GREEN, HARRY.—He is the son of Frank 
and Lizzie Green. Last heard of when he was 
in northern Minnesota. Please write to your 
aged mother, Mrs. Frank Green, Warroad, 
Minnesota. 


JOMMEN, EDWIN LARSEN or DICK.—He 
is my half brother whom I have not seen or 
heard from in over forty years. Any informa- 
tion, concerning him will be appreciated by Mrs.. 


Margaret Metcalf, 8S. Star oute, Rushville, 
Nebraska. ; : : 
LOUGHNEY, JOHN EDGAR.—My husband. 


Last seen in Akron, Ohio, May 26, 1934. He is 
thirty-five years old, weighs one hundred and 
seventy pounds: Has blue eyes, sandy hair and 
a high forehead. Sad news about your sister 
Katheline. Your mother is ill. Your wife and 
four children are wetine tee you to come home. 
Any one knowing his whereabouts please write 
to his wife, Mrs. Lily Loughney, 165 Kelly Avc- 
nue, Akron, Ohio. Fi 

JOHNSON, J. W.—My brother who had a 
silk faetory and trucking business on Sprin 
Street, New York City, fifteen years ago. Woul 
like to have his present address. Robert P. 
Johnson, Box 877, Route 11, Milwaukee, Oregon. 


RIVET, FRED.—Born in Cedar Springs, 
Michigan, in 1872. Information appreciated by 
his mother, Mrs. Frank Rivet, 120 E. Congress 
Street; Belding, Michigan. 


GRIFFIN, ROY FRANCIS or JACK.—Left 
Oklahoma City, about ten years ago for a small 
town in Oklahoma. Had received no word from 
him until we learned a few days ago that last 
year he was in town looking for his brother. 
He is about thirty-five years old, has light hair, 
and green eyes. He is slender and of medium 
height. Is usually employed as a cook or waiter. 
Please write to your brother, Bud Griffin, 728 
West 5th Street, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. 


‘NEWBY, ARTHUR or BISHOP.—He was 
born in Atchinson, Kansas, and left home about 
twenty-five or thirty years ago. Last heard of 
around Joliet, Illinois. Would appreciate infor- 
-mation “concerning him dead or alive. Please 
notify his sister, Minnie Guthrie, 1117 Oak 
Street, Atchison, Kansas. 


KOGER, IVAN.—Last heard from, in March, 
1936, when he was in Williams Creek, Cali- 
fornia. Information appreciated by. a_ friend, 
Elmer Brush, Box 205, McCove City, Montana. 


of the 


CLARK, LAURA and CORDELIA GOLDEN.— 
My sisters. Last seen in Caney, Kansas. Golden 
had one child, a boy, named Eugene. If any 
one knows the whereabouts of these two women 
please let me know. Mrs. L. A. Love, Farmer- 
ville, Louisiana. 


STORY, C. W.—Last heard from in St. Louis, 
Missouri, about nine years ago: He has blue- 
gray eyes, and a light complexion, weighs one 
hundred and thirty-five or forty pounds, and is’ 
five feet and five inches tall. Nould love to 
hear from him ‘at once as I have important 
business to tell him about. Please write to 
Mrs. Julia Rose, P. O. Box 187, Gila-Bend, 
Arizona. 


ROBINSON, CHARLIE W.—Last heard from 
April 28, 1901, when he was in Kaskell, Texas. 
Later he moved to Hitson, Fisher County, Texas.: 
Any information concerning him will be appre- 
ciated by his old friend, Dick High, 1007 South 
4th Street, Checkasha, Oklahoma. 


VEZINA, GEORGE.—He is my father who is 
about sixty years old. He left Shawinigan 
Falls, Canada, in 1922. He has six children 
who live in Montreal, Quebec. Their names are 
Nelson, Albertine, Gisel, Leonine, Bella, and 
Antonia. The last time we heard from him he 
was supposed to live in Kingston, Ontario, 
Canada. Will any one knowing his where- 
abouts please communicate as soon as_ possible 
with his son, Antonio Vezina, 5256 Bordeaux 
Street, Montreal, Canada. 


REDMOND, ORRIE.—Last heard of in 1919 
in San Francisco, California. Would like to: 
hear from him. Mrs. William Vaughn Fisher, 
64 Oxford Way, Santa Cruz, California. 


EAST, REGINALD.—Last heard of in_north- 
ern California. Please write _to Mrs. William 
Vaughn Fisher, 64 Oxford Way, Santa Cruz, 
California. 


MANSFIELD, HOMER W.—This man was 
formerly a musician in the United States Army, 
being stationed in Fort Douglas, Utah, a few 
years ago. It is believed that he came originally 
from Ohio... He played drums. Rather heavy- 
set, with dark hair. There is news of im- 
portance awaiting him if he will contact _with 
me at once. Lionel D. Stewart, care of Band, 
Fort Logan, Colorado. 


SHOCKLEY, -RAYMOND.-—He was'a member 

A. BE. F. during. the war. Played the 
French horn in some band overseas. He is, or 
was, an amateur photographer. Is rather heavy 
set, with light hair and eyes. He used to live 
with ‘his mother, Mrs. Cora Likins, in Pocatello, 
Idaho. Please write to Lionel D. Stewart, 
care of Band, Fort Logan, Colorado. 2 
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Also put on own pro- Calls, ete. Anyone. can i ecarea burg ‘ Av, hiking, sports, 
is oe RUS, Da use it, Never fails. A Takes 22 Cal. Blank Cartridges obtain- R million’ other things. 
age course on Ventriloquism able everywhere. Gea retection a- hi Complete with cord, packed 
i ther with the wontrie. All painst burglars, tramps.dogs. Have it mm | in box Only 25c. 
‘on cent D. ing around without anger at- [aM 
snHNson rei Ae tached to other revolvers. Fine for 4ta j ow TAP DAN Cc E 
of July, News Year's, pase sor 
$ starting pi: Oe Two sizes, 
R AD I 1@) Mi KE Py e Medium si son aTES Size ($1.00. Blank car- ee ear Me sear stam 
Large, svbstential, allmetal Cc 4 tt ridges, S0c per pistes \cowbey type) s0c J Step'n Fetchit, Fred Astaire 
Large, substantial, _allmat igare Shinned by Express only, not prepaide Broo Fetentt, rroeriare 


tio Singing, talking amateur £ 
programs, ete, Reprodces the Bulge Y 
: ine le ‘Sia ase 


voice ps in loud, 
It looks like a deadly weap- 


HOURS by anew, simplified 


Hi-Powered Air Pistols Sony ae tet 


smart! 


fone withort” tortion. 


Revular table atecan be a it it is merely a novel Cig- iT 

held’ in hand... Guaranteed to 4 AK} wtie Gane. Better than the real . - i a toe tapping. 
work on any Easily 5 ‘thing in many an awkward en- pies out a_tune with your 
connec’ed, | Price i ff counter, Great fun “‘sticking up’? y yor = feet.Hostesses love it. 


PCL'CE ADAPTER, "Get police friends. They squirm and protest. “Pull 
Srulsonany radio. 7S. NOISES. he trigger and the slide flies 25¢ 
LIMINATOR_SOc_each. isclosing cigarettes. price grado Al: F and entertaining but is also 


Miandad! ike can health-giving exercise for mak- 


ELECTRIC. TRAIN ELECTRITE PENCIL |{)::.::, \OWay retina Bain 


> Friends adore it. Besides, tap 
A powefal_ high dancing is. not oniy invigorating 


able anywhere. Very powerfi | : 
encil writes in go". for bo drugs oF 
A_ complete ELectric | Ecctrie Pencil wiltas ie pcerecely ans Singte A y: wonderful 
TRAIN, KIT for. onty | Elves, Ted, yee Pe ee eer. Pistol or Repeater. The Repeat- eft. ou for adding tap 
35c.. Of course | the elite,callophane.s:1i.rubb: ¢r fires 100 shotsin oneloading. pamente 
TOLceeE ane . Put your name, mono. The Single Shot shoots Air 
fan's pat ALE tg “mm or inits als in gold or any Rifle pete and B-B Shot, We!l 
rainy ust lis- | Srher colos on your cir, walle made and durable; all metal parts nickel plated: nat- 
Me rom Soren |) Roleclubs,fou ntain pen, station: ural grain wood stocks. Front and rear sights: Hetter Learn A] 
te, Printand cecorate any than an air rifle. Shipped by express. Not prepaid. 


ev: all the parts Hewin 
for a taste pevny | thing. Livecwire, na gis Single Shot Pistol $2.50: 100 Shot Pistol $5.00. LATEST STEPS. Be popu- 


motor ++ complete | ine tris for other People. Every By lar. Good dancersare always 
pase, "| wheels. | time you print a name ormono= admired --always popular 
Wit setgwcbeaa: | gram‘on an artieleyo.vcan, eat ! gucsts. “Partners "welcome 

5 color lith- | jly get 25e for it, vetitcostsal. "them eagerly. The newest, 
ozraphed — body N Sthothing except few senond: J REPEATER*12 8 4 smartest steps without & 


2 store miny litts. ote. Easy touse. sustple zine! £ teacher. Don't make ees 
s uns ondry ce'ls, | ectric light socket and ther enc when the music starts. Get lots 
it. why some kids say | is ready to write, ELECTRITE I NS ZZ 


of fun from parties and dances. 
much fun building it | PENCIL, complete with supplies Here -t¢ fe, boys! It If you want to become a perfect 


‘ M s ! This n end | for writing 6 colo ‘Only $1.09 sce @ says t -> i 
flashy kit rez o_assom) shoots 12to15 ordin- lancer, learn to dance at home 
= Ao _aesoml ¢_only_38¢_ppd. : ary peas without re- this new, easy way. BOOK 
T L CCC RING Yoading. Just load the TELLS! ‘How to develop poise 
RIF VAU T . gun with peas, pull the trig- ap sontsel jmprove your ance 

ve a 0 —~ er and keep on firing until the steps, art of holding, howto wal 
Seer tris ‘big ring 2 empty. ‘Then reload to music, how to lead, latest Fox 


Trot steps, Natural and Reverse 


wear this 

4 i) and fire again. It is absolutely 
with | the- red, blue harmless and safe. ‘They sell 

and = go’d emblem sul _ -" 1 be 
open . by the Amer- ike hot cakes, so get one now. 
aie. just lite any lp ‘ounded by the Y : en times better than the old 
B nd roomy- le! Handsome: Fs fashioned bean blower. Shoots 
ly polished. Sta’e sz. far and accurate. Complete 


Silver appearance 25g Pp J with target. ONLY 25c. Ho of Po 


/ ‘Turns, the Reverse Wave, the 
Quickatep, swaying to music, 
« Waltz, Backward Changes, the 
S Continental, the famous Kiss 
dance, the Manhattan, the College 
Rhumba, the Carlo, Charleston, 
and many others. Art Of Danc: 
ing. Price 25 Cents Postpaid, 


DON'T BE 
JU-JITSU Bont ae 30 
The Japanese art of self-defense* u 
New methods of attack and 
defense are given, illustrated 
so that you cannot fail toy 
understand them. Deals fully} 


i with trips. throws, — wrist 
Complete blueprints for 3 locks, | body holds, " defense 


ferent racers. The one iilus. | }0ck ied 
py trated | can be built for a few against revolvers, strangling 
‘ locks ; plit: 
dollars. All_about racer | headlock, holding a 
parts, gears, transmis- | down, double knee throw 
sions, dirt track rac- | stick’ attack, defense age 
ers, track regul: knife, one hand throat 

tions, blueprints, | defense against. two 
Plans, how to add | ants, stomach. throw, 

BL motor to: your | tein: knockout, 
bike at little cost, pinches, and numerous othe: 
iner in; specd, Learn to protect you 
te Sing SE » | der all circumstances 
etc., etc, Cram: | nature's weapons. 
med & jammed] man, guns or kni 


a ! 5 Brice only’ ster with belt for Peamatic 
ructet of ‘he: Sterling. Silver Ring, neoOD. 

n ee with, Ly 5 only $1-00. only 25¢. 600 p. catalog 10c. 
SEP eee i milar_to the CCC ring. § ~ Prmna 

jnstructions with encty - U.S. NAVY RING | 32ers =~ HOW TO BUILD A 
panes MAUL BANK, USN in bold refiéf with anchor. Silver ap: 
$rrw Soe postpaid - pearance, 25c. Sterling Silver, $1.00. 14 kt 
: Gold with Sterling Emblem, an effective 

contrast, $1:75 


ly 
phtly large eq Similar to CCCring. only, 
‘a. box, with complete $1. 25 U.S. ARMY RING With “army Cembtem. A 
for orening, Price. ppd- E oversize ring. Silver appearance, 25c. 
1g Silver, $1.00. 14 kt Gold’ with 
g Emblem, an effective contrast, $1.75 
This is a radio in‘it-elfas it isnoss- Similar to CCC ring, with 
Beto get reception with te alone PAVIATION RING Avision? Emplem.” A 
within 25 miles of a smart, snappy ring thi you will be. proud 
station (or up to 100 ito wear, 14 kt Gold with Sterling Emblem, 
mi'es unde good cons Ban effective contrast. 1-75. 
ditions). Al you need 


pm is an aevial & ear 
fA phone. Comp etely en n Oc. 
B sserbied and wired 
with supe-sensitive | pid you ever lose or forvet, vour kevs? fullofinformation | ce_ of” Ju_ Jitsu’ 


crystal, stand. base. | prob-b'y many times, Don’t worry any i 
ervstaleun.armwi'h | more aboutlostkeys (or any keys. for eae oye aes: & blueprints. Forty N € 


Tomorrow? 


What will it bring for 
your) What, will “hap. 


cats whisker, etc. Reception guaranteed. _25¢] that matter), as these master keys will 


WONDERFUL X-RAY 10c aliterent hava, for, varioup , types et BIG ENTERTAINER 


ly use them once, but you'll probably per {Madam | Le- 

CL ORG - find them so handy that you'll always Ej ; S06 Jokes &. Rid Normand’s Fortune Tel: 
fon sin the finge: Jead ina ¥ y them S % Paric ‘Gam 3. 7 eens Hinz Cards! predict the 
pencil, even tre fesh seems 5 MASTER KEYS price 25c ~ Toasts, 13 St ates aroi celitaait 
list ap DS eearacae tee e 100 Mes ores. peck and elena for aes around will want 
‘anspar . Alwa rt 1 is on the fun. At parties, gatherings, 

ob STA IT Surprise Soap|NOSE BLOWER Be sr ee, | TE, eee Utne a 
WHOOPEE Looks 1f yedlwantito Broblems, Comis | slow ‘up and ‘the juosts “start to sit dows 
like an blow your nose | Rec.tations, Funny Readings, 11 Parlor Pastimes, 13 | and mumble about the weather, pull a pack 


ordinary Flirtations, 1110 Names & their Meanings, 10Picture | of fortune telling cards and watch 
bar of sous Menoise | Puzzles, Sf Amasing Experiments, Deaf and Dumb | Sit up! It interests and fascinates them. Yet 


CUSHION | 


soap, Alphabet, Shadow bY Fortune Teller, Fortunes | there is nothing difficult to telling the for- 
sony nit é imagine ds, Crystal, fea Cup, ete. Hypnotism, Ven- | tunes--every card Is piainly marked. with its 
‘dyes the able tik | triloquism, Cut-outs for Checkers, Chess, Dominoes, | Meaning and the connection. between. the 
Hater kei per oats face'ona . # gomb= | Fox and Geese, 9 Men Morris, Spanish Prison Puzzle, | CaS becomes at once apparent. Complete di- 
chair. couch, seat, hance in atis.2 | Anagrams, 25 Card Tricks, Crystal Gazing and 10¢ decke Deluxe gach deck. | Price 35¢ per 
etc. When the victim A real startler that wii bronx | other things for only 15 cents postpaid. S. 75C, poston, ith 53 ivory finished 


* s make the boarder go easy 2 7, 
unsuspecting y sits J m the next ‘bar of soap. | tech ta nearer ars <4 Good Luck Ring 
gives forth noises eged many times. | blower. ‘Price 10c Very striking, quaint an, 

4 5 + aus ’ 
that canbebetterim- OO= @ 15¢ postpaid. uncommon. Oxidized gun- 


sie. ries 296 00. Serpent’s <a, | SQUIRT ROSE Rael c ces tod 
WONDERFUL INSTRUMENT rant 10c 2 INCE rsitaee allt” smite 
Nine separate articles sparkle out of the. eye: 


edd. curious J, Said to ‘bring good “luc 
and interestings Lots p tothe wearer. Only 25c. 


SOMES. Bde | Teumerte peg | AAG he AY \ [LEARN TO HYPNOTIZE |,» 


upon the cushion, it 


Microscope for examining the | Light each of the “erga” S i 
# 7 A : See how easily you can maste~ OW 
wonders of 1 ature. Recher Gin, eres: grow into snakes several @ 4 the secrets of Hypnotism and | er wigs for 
arning Lens, SS eet long. While burning someone | smeils ‘ange power. Sway others at. | only 25e! Swell for 


cope, Compass, Pocket Mirror, and Laryngos. | they twist and squirm in | the Rose in 
ope: i" ‘o = your button- will. Influence the though outdoors, nature study, 
ope for, exaral A Barcel pri aso .8 lifelike manner. Box of | hole they get ashow. -10¢ others, control their de sports, Tooking | at the moon, 
“12_only_10c postoaid. ! er of water or ink. h and be the master of every situ. | Converted into Solar telescorre by us- 


the eye. Folds flat and fits the pocket. Some- RECie. Mabel tamer Levee vous: | eee ao 


ou can. ae oun spots, 


FRENCH PHOTO RING 25c. MAGIC FLUTE LE halted trengthen your will power ban, | ete. _5"" long. Price 25 
CNITZ, ory. overcome bad s, ete STEAM ENGINE 
oe, 


Newratented musical instrument. W 
Ahandsome ring, fine ff = derfulinvention;nothing like it. youcan 
{shed in imitation plati be areal musicianand play all the latest World's biggest value in mechan- 
‘num, and set. with i ¢ popular songs. ragtimes, old time bale feal toys. A great big. steam en: 
fares ‘imitation di Inds, sacred hymns, danee music: hue gine. 7 in. high by. 2Y in, dia: 


eel spin a- 
ine puffing: 


meter. Watch the fly 


mond. In the shank of i , forpiano accompaniment. There is 
round and hear the | eng: 


the ring is a email ‘mi- 4 no fingering, and once you have 
croscopic, picture al- f mastered it you can play all all kinds aes when you get the steam up. || Light 
most invisible to Ly jusic with facility ASC. NS up, fi the boiler with water, and 
Baked eye, yet magnifi- Sure to please.10c, 3 for 28. [WATCH IT CHANGE COLOR in’ a few minutes Vit is” blazing 
file Geeree” Pictures of bathing girl bean- Get one of these, most wonderful of all crea- on one hiling and will run sail 
French actresses, views of France, Lures, match tt change color. Study tts habits toys off the fly wheel. Foolproof, 

Panama © thers show the Lord's WW svear one on the Janel of your conbas a curios harmless, fully tested’ and. guar: 
Drover. every word legible. Only 25¢ ppd Shoots out its tonzve to catch. flies and insects} harmless, fully tested’ and, guar 
wer. every word legible. Pads for food. No trouble to keep. Can go. for Talie tROR Hed In Rocekel aot 


h months without food. About 4 in, long.” Sh fully Jithographed in several col- 
SILENT DEFENDER a Suitable for framinz: || ped to any address in, USA_ by m: We guar. ors. New. model which runs on 
Gi Hand one of these to [Lantée safe arrival and live delivery. Only 25¢ Bene Fedele ae, nea t ace le 
Used by police o’ficers, detectives, your friend and he ' +_Postpaid. 
sheriffs and night watchmen as a 3 willneverforgetvout 
“means of protection. Very effect. our chojce: "Liar's 


tive. Easily fits the hand. Usefulin License; Boot!eqgers 


ency. Aluminum. Wt. 2 Diploma; Every normal being issusceptable to 
oz. Pocket size, 25c, 2 for 45c. Certificate love's tender passion. When love 
Li g comes the lovers realize how inade- . LUMINOUS PAINT, when applied t 
a bunch of these bills, it G p quate is the language at their come fiect, emits rays of white licht, renife ae 
S easy for a person of limited Q mand toexpressthedepthsofthecon. @ Visible in the dark. The darkeisth ight 
means to appear prosperous by Spanish Athletes suming passion that Is gnawing at Athe brighter it shines. Simple to use-you 
flashing a rollof these bills (Bull Throwers) Cer. their hearts. Itis to soothe the soul can do it! Apply some to the dial of your 


it the proper time and peel- cate; H of the love-lorn that this work has \]watch so you can tell time at night. Paint 


ing offagenuine billor two | One Armed Drivers & neckers Certificates been compiled. | All about LOVE! | & push buttons, switches, anything, everything 
‘rom the outside of the roll. | bitzers Certificate. Only 10c each, 3 for 25c. " PRICE 10c POSTPAID. with it. ‘Small bottle 25c, Medium Size 50c, Large 
The effect created will be - Size $1.00, postpaid. 


found to be all that can be 
desired. Prices: 40 bills 
20c, 120 for 50c, or $3'50 
per ‘thousand postpaid. 


DANCING SKELETON 


£ jointed figure of a eksleton! 14 in, 
neight, will dance to music ‘and d10c 
Pariuon tations prestionsaad moves 
ments while the operator may be 
some distance from it. It will le 
down, stand up, dance, etc. We send 


JOHNSON SMITH & CO. /SEX INDICATOR 


Barr. 579 DETROIT, MICHIGAN eevee 


times, ar 

Send 10c for our NEW CATALOGsor- 25¢ for the DELUXE EDITION with permanent cloth See lcwitta done 

binding. Bigger and better than ever. New items - different items - things that you ¢ never seen it fail. 0 

never thought existed - articles you always wanted but never knew where to get, Nearly pag Hand or handweitin 

600 pages of magic tricks, latest novelties, joke goods, useful time savers, seeds, SE ae 10. 
full and complet instructions. Price unusual books, sporting goods, puzzles, games, etc., etc. Stamps Accepted. Try it yourself. PRICE c 


INVISIBLE INK, CAN BE READ ONLY BY THOSE WHO KNOW THE SECRET. USED BY SPIES. COMPLETE DIRECTIONS. 10c PER BOTTLE. 


Easy to pay for 
— only 18c 


Kalamazoo 


Quality can't 


eaay. be beaten 


Champion bakers 
praise the oven 
that ‘‘floats in 
flame“’ 


Nearly 200 Stylesand Sizes of 
Heaters, Ranges and Furnaces 


Clip the Coupon—Mail today for 
new, FREE Kalamazoo Catalog. 
Kalamazoo FACTORY PRICES 
have saved our customers from $20 
to $50. 


Cash or Easy Terms—as Little 
as 18c a Day—Year to Pay 


Mail Coupon. Get our Cash or Credit 
terms—as little as 18c a day for 
~ stoves. Take a whole year to pay. 


30 Days to Test 
Kalamazoo Quality 
% Use any Kalamazoo in your 


30 Days FREE Trial | 


days at our risk. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, yourmoney 
e@ 
Cash or Credit 
As Little as 18c 
a Day on Stoves 


will bereturned. 
: e 
Year to Pay 
e 


Cae 
FACTORY 
Guarantee 


Coal and 
Wood Ranges 


Approved by Good 


Combina- 
tion Gas, bog 
Coal and Wood Ranges = 


7 


Gas Stoves 


Furnaces 


Wood Ranges Free Furnace Plans 


Circulating Heaters 


(RESSCRSEEEEES 


“Save at KALAMAZOO 
FACTORY PRICES! 


Housekeeping Institute 4 


© Kalamazoo Stove Co., Mfrs., 
329 Rochester Ave., 

alamazoo, Mich. 

ar Sirs: Send me your 

REE FACTORY 

ATALOG. Check what 


Heaters [] Combination! 
Coal, Wood and Gas Ranges CL] 
as Ranges(] Oil Ranges() Furnaces () 


Na 


| saved over 1 
by buying direct 
from the Factory 


More Bargains than in 

20 Big Stores 
Mail Coupon. Get FACTORY 
PRICES for New Coal and Wood 
Heaters, New Porcelain Enamel 
Coal and Wood Ranges, New Com- 
bination Gas, Coal and Wood 
Ranges, New Gas Stoves. Oil 
Ranges. Furnaces. Nearly 200 Styles 
and Sizes. 


New Colors— New Features 
New color combinations, new fea- 
tures such as Copper Reservoirs, 
Non-Scorch Lids, Enameled Ovens. 
See the famous “‘oven that floats in 
flame.’’ Read what national and 
state Cooking Champions say about 
this great oven. 

Over 1,100,000 Satisfied Users 


Kalamazoo has been in business 
more than 37 years. Over 1,100,000 
satisfied customers praise Kalama- 
zoo Quality. ‘I have used a Kala- 
mazoo for more than 30 years. It is 
a good range still,’ says Mrs. Daisy 
Wagner, Bradford, Penn. ‘‘Used a 
Kalamazoo 24 years. Wouldn’t trade 
it for a new one of any other make,” 
says Mrs. S. Thomas, Overton, Nev. 
Clip the Coupon. Mail today for 
Free Catalog. 
KALAMAZOO STOVE COMPANY, 


Manufacturers 
2329 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Mich. 


Warehouses: Utica, N.Y.; Youngstown, Ohio; 


Reading, Pa.; Springfield, Mass. 


SEND TODAY FOR YOUR 


(PRINT NAME PLAINLY) 


Addr ese’ \ stta.c.m gcsioiois, deele acs weal habeas Meet 


